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40 SHAKSPERE QUARTO FACSIMILES, 
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1, Those by W. Griggs. 


No. No. 

1. Hamlet. 1603, 9. Henry IV. 2nd Part, 1600, 

2. Hamlet. 1604, 10. Passionate Pilgrim, 1599. 

3. Midsummer Night’s Dream. 1699, person 1l, Richard IIT, 1597, 

4. Midsummer Night’s Dream, 1600, (Roberts. 12. Venus and Adonis, 1593. 

5. Loves Labor’s Lost. 1598, 13. Troilus and Cressida. 1609. ( printing.) 
6. Merry Wives. 1602. _| 14. Much Ado About Nothing. 16v0. (foto- 
7. Merchant of Venice. 1600. (Roberts.) graft.) 

8, Henry IV. lst Part. 1598, 15, Taming of a Shrew. 1594. (not yet done.) 


2. Those by C. Praetorius, 


16, Richard II. 1597. Duke of Devonshire’s | 27. Henry V. 1600. (printing.) 


copy. (fotogr«yt.) 28. Henry V. 1608. (printing.) 
17, Merchant of Venice. 1600, (I. R. for | 29. Titus Andronicus. 1600. 

Heyes.) (fotograft.) i 80. Sonnets and Lover’s Complaint, 1609, 
18. Richard I. 1597. Mr Huth. (fotograft.) | $1. Othello. 1622, 


19. Richard II. 1608. Brit. Mus. (fotograft.) | 32. Othello. 1680. 


20. Richard II. 1634. (fotogra/t. 33. King Lear. 1608. Qr.(N. Butter, Pi 
OL Pericles. 1600: G2 o> 34 King Lean, 1606. . Baa 
22, Pericles. 1609. Qo. 85, Lucrece. 1594, 
23, The Whole Contention. 1619. Part I. (for | 86. Romeo and Juliet. Undated. (fotograft.) 
2 Henry VI.). : %. Contention, 1594. (not yet done.) 
24. hes Nba rae 1619. Part II. (for . Pres te 1595. (not yet done.) 
en: ms e 89. e i i 
Pv tek ry I Fitiok wake amous Victories. 1598. (not yet done.) 


. The Troublesome Raigne. 1591. (For 
King 


26, Romeo and Juliet. 1599. John: not yet done.) 


[Shakspere-Quarto Facsimiles, No, 26,] 
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INTRODUCTION. 


§ x. In the Quarto here facsimiled (Q2) Romeo and Juliet was 
printed for the first time in a complete form. It has been con- 
jectured that the play was thus put forth by its proprietors, the 
actors who formed the Lord Chamberlain’s company, as a corrective 
to the imperfect version (Q1), printed by John Danter in 1597. 
There is, however, no tangible evidence for this conjecture, or 
indeed anything to show that the publication was other than a 
private venture of the publisher. Of the MS., however obtained, 
from which he printed, nothing more can be affirmed with confi- 
dence, than that it was a fairly correct copy with certain alterations 
and amendments written upon its margins. For the history of these 
revisions, and for the whole question of the relationship of this 
Quarto to its defective predecessor, I must refer the student to the 
Introduction to Q1; it will be enough for our present purpose if, 
following Mr Daniel, I draw attention to two passages, which will 
prove that these marginal corrections existed. 

II. iii. r-4. It will be observed in the Facsimile that these four 
lines, slightly altered, have got into the middle of Romeo’s speech at 
the end of the previous scene. ‘Some blunders (checking, burning, 
etc.) had been made by the copyist in the first four lines of the Friar’s 
speech iil. 1-4], and these lines were therefore re-written, either in 
the margin or on a paper attached to it; by an oversight the original 
lines were not struck through, and by a blunder the revision of them , 
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1V INTRODUCTION. 


was misplaced by the printer in Romeo’s speech [ii. 187-190], and 


thus both versions got into the text.”? 

III. ui. 37-43: 

“7, And fteale immortall bleffing from her lips, 

Who euen in pure and veftall modeftie 
. Still blufh, as thinking their owne kiffes fin. 
. This may flyes do, when I from this mutt flie, 
. And fayeft thou yet, that exile is not death? 
But Romeo may not, he is banifhed. 
. Flies may do this, but I from this muft flie : 
. They are freemen, but I am banifhed.” 


The above are the lines as they stand in the text, the numbers 
denoting the order in which they should have been printed, but line 
6 should probably have been altogether omitted. “It seems quite 
certain that in the greater part of this scene Qr gives a fairly 
accurate representation of the original play.... The following 
restoration of the ‘copy’ [on which the printer of Q2 worked] will, 
I think, make all clear. The original play (Qr) is here printed in 
Roman type, the revisions and additions in italics, 


1, And steale immortall [kisses] from blessing 

her lips ; 

e 2. Who euen in pure and vestall modestie 

4. But Romeo may not, he is banished. 3. Sz2Z blush, as thinking their own 
Risses sin. 


6. Flies may doo this, but I from this 5. 7his may flyes do, when I from this 


must flye. must fie, 
7. They are freemen, 8. And sayest thou yet, that exile is not 
but Lam banished. death ? 


In the first line there could be no mistake as to the substitution of 
blessing . . . for kisses. The two added lines, 2 and 3, which are 
purely parenthetical, should next have followed; but the printer took 
all the four added lines (2, 3, 5, 8) which he found in the margin, 
and inserted them together, leaving in the text line 6, for which 5 
was a substitute... . Line 7 probably got inserted in the right 
place from its having been written on the opposite margin,” 2 

§ 2. The next edition (Q3) was printed (for John Smethwick) 


1 Mr P. A. Daniel, Romeo and Fulict, Revised version, 1875, p. 114. 
* Romeo and Juliet, Revised version, 1875, pp. 124, 125. 
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in 1609. “It was printed from Q2, from which it differs by a few 
corrections, and more frequently by additional errors” (Cambridge 
£ditors). tis this edition that was used for the Folio of 1623 (F1). 
“The text of F1 is taken from that of Q3. As usual there are a 
number of changes, some accidental, some deliberate, but all generally 
for the worse, excepting the changes in punctuation and in the stage- 
directions, The punctuation, as a rule, is more correct, and the 
stage-directions are more complete, in the Folio” (Camd. Ea). 

§ 3. This facsimile has been compared with the Folio.’ Lines 
differing from it have been marked f, lines absent from it *, and the 
absence of stage-directions found in the Folios is denoted by <. 
_ As usual the Acts and scene divisions and line-numbers are from 
the Globe Shakespeare. With one exception we know nothing of the 
original cast of Romeo and Juliet, but in Act IV. sc. v. 1. 102, where 
Qos. 4 and 5 and the Folios have Luter Peter,? Q2 has Enter Will 
Kemp ; and we know on similar evidence that this actor played the 
part of Dogberry in Much Ado about Nothing.® 

The name of Cuthbert Burby, the publisher of the present Qo., 
does not occur on the title-page of any other of Shakspere’s plays, 
except the 1598 Qo. of Loves Ladors Lost,t and the only other 
with which the name of John Danter, the printer of Qr, is con- 
nected is Zitus Andronicus.5. No publisher’s name appears on the 


1 In the Folio Romeo and Juliet fills pp. 53-79 of the Tragedies. There is no 
division into acts or scenes, and no list of Dramatis Persone. 

2 Were I to edit this play again I should be very much inclined to change 
this Peter to Sampson, and give that prefix also to the Clowne of Act I. se. ii., 
to the 2nd Servant of Act I. sc. v., and to the and Servant of Act IV. sc. il. See 
my note, p. 136, Revised edition. When I wrote that note I wasn’t aware, or 
had forgotten, that Pope had made the same remark as to Shakespeare’s dramatic 
power. See p. 4, vol. i, Var. 1821.—P. A. D. ~ 

3 Collier, Hist. of Dramatic Poetry, ed. 1879, vol. iii. p. 330. 

4 Burby, however, sold (? published) the rst ed. of the ‘‘ Taming of a Shrew,” 
printed by P. Short, 1594.—P. A. D. He also published “Edward III.,” 
1596 and 1599. 

5 1593-4.—vj."° die Februarij.—John Danter.—Entred for his copye, ynder 
thandes of bothe the wardens, a booke intituled a Noble Roman Historye of 
Tytus Andronicus. Stationers’ Registers—No copy of this edition is now known 
to exist, 
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title-page of Q1, and although there is absolutely nothing to show 
that Burby had anything to do with this venture, it is worthy of 
remark that about this period he had business relations with: 
Danter. This is proved by the following entries in the Stationers’ 
Registers :— 
20 Aprilis [1596] 
Jo Danter Entred for his copie vnder thande of ) 

the Wardens, A booke Intituled the | 

famous Hystory of the Seven Cham- 

pions of Christiandom, St. George of a 

England, St Dennys of Fraunce, St. f “* 

James of Spayne, St Anthony of Italy, | 

St Andrewe of Scotland, St. Patrick | 

of Irland, and St. David of Wales J 


6 Sept [1596] 

Cuthbert Burby Entred for his copie by assig- } 
ment from John Danter, Twoo | 
bookes, viz. thé first pte and se- 
cond pte of the vii Champions 
of Christiandom. — Reservinge 
the workmanship of the print- | 
inge at all tymes to the said Jo | 
Danter,! J 


+ viid- 


Whether there were any other transactions between them, and 
whether any such had anything to do with Romeo and Juliet must 
remain an open question. 

HERBERT A, Evans. 


CORRECTIONS. 


SoME words are left indistinct in the text, Pages 34 2 and 
(very bad) should have been canceld, fresh transfers paiien ar abe ae 
printed, as has been done with several other pages. 


p- 5,1.2, vead fhould 

Dem Oy ls 2050 which 

p- 7; headline. Zeiet is badly re-written by hand. 
p- 7, 1. tol, vead partizans 

p- 9,1 157, ,, enuious 

p- 11, 1. 233, ,,. bewties 


a 


* Quoted by Dyce, Kemp’s Nine Daies Wonder, Camden Society, 1840, p. 35. 
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CORRECTIONS. vil 


12, 1. 25, vead earthtreading ; 1. 26, as 


14, 1. 104, 
15, l. 110, 
- 67, 
17; 15%, 
20, 1. 6 


PPP PPT 
-_ 
Dm 
— 


pe cant 

», Ladie; 1. 32, teachie 

», would.. thou; 1. 78, faith 

3, {peech 

», the Courtcubbert ; 1. 8, thou, faue... March-pane 


Precio c25.00es,0) faire 

(p. 28, 1. 45, 4, ‘wene’ for ‘were,’ zs i Qo.) 

p- 29, 1.99, 5, light 

p. 31, 1.175, ,, forget 

P. 35, St. Dir. ,,. Enter; 1. 3, fathers; 1. 23, one 

ps 36,1744, 55. berime 

p- 38, 1. 125, ,, Gentlemé ca; 1. 139, that is; 1. 144, hores 

p- 39, 1. 164, and; 1. 166, faw; 1, 169, fide; 1. 170, proteft; 1. 203, 


conuoy ; 1. 
Pp. 41, 1 14, 
p- 42, 1. 54, 


205, Miftreffe 
read {wift ;,1. 45, ferue 
», forrie; 1. 55, tell; 1. 59, vertuous; 1. 60, wher; 1. 61, 


replieft ; 1. 65, Is this; 1. 68, thrift (zzo¢ thrift) ; 1. 73, any, fcarlet ; 1. 76, 
‘ darke; 1. 78, burthen 


p- 43, 1. Io, 


read their; 1. 27, tongue; 1. 29, either; 1. 30, matter; 1. 33, 


true. (Zhe 4 lines at the top have been rewritten by hand.) 


. 44, 17. 

wilt tuter ; 
45, 1. 47, 
46, 1. 77, 


uo) 


64, 1. 156, 
66, 1. 210, 
69, 1. 80, 
70s O35 
ahs, ls Paap 
76, 1. 32, 
77; 1. 91, 
80, 1. 39, 
bey 
82, 1. 16, 
84, 1. 62, 
85, 1. 115; 
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read me; 1, 9, indeed there; 1. 12, thy; 1. 19, leffe; 1. 33, 
1. 36, imple. . life; 1. 40, them : i j 
read wing 

», Alla fiucatho ; |. 81, vfe mee; 1. 82, drie beate; 1. 89, 


Benuolio ; 1. 90, fhame; 1. 100, well, . . . wide 


47, 1. 111, read your; 1. 122 (crumpled in Qo.), That gallant fpirit hath 
afpir’d ; 1. 133, Staying ; 1. 140, thou art taken 

48, 1. 159, read vigd 

49, IIL. ii. ,, Iuliet 

50, 1. 28, ,, before. . feftiuall; 1. 29, child that ; lL 32, newes 

54, 1. 5, », craues 3 1. 24, rude 

B5prlS5eu os 9 Cabrions 1.) 35, euen 

SOs 70,5) teidie 

60; 15 1, », yet neare; 1. 10, Mountaine tops; 1. 14, Torch; 1. 15, 


LO tS, thot... do 


vead thither 
», comfort 


Pechaine 
ne Lakesnl.107, curceate 
», flower 


», tongue. . let; 1. 33, Church?; 1.55, Beguild; 1. 62, foule 
Prine Oh -One eu ne 

», tattred; |. 40, fimples; 1. 42, tortoyes hung 

3, Romeo; \. 5, barefoote 

», fearefull; V. ii. 17, for 

», Put not; |. 66, Stay.. live; 1. 74, faith; 1. 76, betoffed 
», ingroffing; 1. 120, kiffe. (The Catchword, of which the 


lower part is cut off, is Zzter.) ‘ Frier’ is due to the lithografer’s fancy. 
The signature, almost cut off, is L 3. 


86, 1. 151, 
87, 1. 183, 
5 AL 


89, 1. 253; 
g1, L. 310. 


TUPLES 
co 
Roe) 
at 


read nett 
,», {afetie (under it, read avd) ; 1, 184, Watch 
pe tatben sel 200, tor 
», Returnd 
The me of Romeo has been clumsily rewritten by the careless 


lithographers. 


vill 


CAUSE OF THE DEFECTS. 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Mr Kell of Furnival Street (formerly Castle Str.), Holborn, the printer of 
this text, who put on stone the transfers in lithografic ink supplied to him by 
Mr Praetorius,—states that he has done his very best with the (often faulty) 


transfers supplied to him. 
cleanings and corrections by hand. 


He has lost all his profit, and more, by paying for 
The Museum copy of the Quarto is bad in 


some pages, and the negatives fequired more painting out of letters printed- 


through, and more cleaning of the tra 


(in the fotografer’s opinion) stand. 
negatives are all in all.—F. J. F. 


nsfers, than the price of the book would 
In this work, good transfers from the 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


CHORUS 
SAMPSON 
GREGORIE 
ABRAM | 


} of the houfe of Capulet 


[of the hou/fe of 


ANOTHER SERUING 
Mountague) 


MAN 

BENUOLIO 
TIBALT 

OLD CAPULET 
OLD MOUNTAGUE 
PRINCE ESKALES 
ROMEO 

COUNTIE ParIs 
CLOWNE 


MERCUTIO 

Cozin CAPULET 

FRIER LAWRENCE 

PETER 

BALTHAZAR, Romeo's ntait 
APPOTHECARIE 

FrRIER IOHN 

PAGE OF PARIS 


CAPULET’S WIFE 
MOUNTAGUE’S WIFE 
NURSE 

IULIET 


Citizens; Traine of Eskales; Seruants; Maskers; Torchbearers; Guetts ; 


Minftrels ; Watch. 


THE 
Most EX: 


cellent andlamentable 
Tragedie,of Romeo 


and Juliet. 


Newly corretted augmented, and 
amended: 


Asit hath bene {undry times uely adted , by the 
sight ae = cord Chanbetan 


NDON 
Printed by Thomas C. Reo for Cuthbert Burby, andarete 
be fold at his fhopneare the Exchange. 
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The Prologue. 


Corus. 
aL. wo houfholds both alike in dignitie, 

(In fasre V erona where we lay our Scene) 
Eyom auuctent grudge,breake to new mutinie, 
where cinill bloud makes ciuill bands yncleane: 
Erom forth the fatal loynes of thefe two foes, 

A patre of flarre-croft louers take their life: 

whofe mifaduentured pittions ouerthrowes, 

Doth with thew death burie their Shite 
The fearful pafface of their death-markt lone, 
And the continuance of their Parents rage: 

which but their childrens end nought could remoue: 
Ts now the two houres trafficque of our Stage. 

Lhe which if you with patient eares attend, 

what heare fhall miffe,our toyle [hall ftrine tomend, 


Mad 


i 


EM ©.5 
cellent and lamentable 
Tragedie,of Romeo and Iuliet. 


Enter Sampfon and Gregorie with Swords and Bucklers of the 
hone of cone 


S Amp Gregorieon tay word weele not catrie Coles. 
Greg. No,for then we fhould be Coilyers. 

Samp. Imeane,and we be in choller,weele draw. 

Greg. i while you liue,draw your necke out of choller, 

Samp, 1 {trike quickly being moued. 

Greg. But thouart not quickly moued to ftrike. 

Samp. A dog of the boule of AZ ountague moucs me. 

Grego, To moueisto ftirre,and to be valiant,ts to Stand: 
‘Therefore ifthou art moued thourunft away. 

Samp. A dog of that houfe fhall moue me to ftand: 

I will take the wall of any man or maide of Adonnte- 

OL. 

Grego. That thewes thee a weake flaue,for the weakeft goes 
to the wall. 

Samp. Tis true, & therfore women being the weaker veilels 
are ever thruft to the wall:therfore I wi! pufh AZountagues men 
from the wall,and thruft his maides to the wall, 

Greg. The quarell is betweene our maifters, and vs their 
men, 

Samp. Tis all one,I will thew my felfe a tyrant,when I haue 
fought with the men, I will be ciuil with the maides, I will cut 


off their heads. 
A 3 Grego, The 
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Grego, The heads of the maids. 

Samp. Yeheheads of the maides,or their maiden heads,take it 
in what fenfe chou wilt. 

Greg. They mutt take it fenfe that feele it. 

Samp. Me they fhall feele while Lamable to ftand, and tis 
knowne I ama pretie peece of fleth. 

Greg. Tis well thou art not fith,ifthou hadft,chou hadft bin 
poore lohn: drawthy roole, here comes of the honfe of AZonn- 
tagHes. 

Exter two other eruing men, 

Samp. My naked weapon is out,quarell,I will backthee. 

Greg. How,turne thy backe and runne? 

Samp. Feareme not. © 

- Greg. No marrie,I feare thee. 

Sam’ Levys take the law of our fides, let them begin. 

Gre. Twill frown as] pafle by,and lec them take it as they fff. 

Samp. Nay as they dare, wil bite my thumb at them,which 
is difgrace tothemif they beare it: 

eAbram, Do you bite your thumbe at vs fir 

Samp. I dobite my thumbe fir. 

Abra, Do you bite your thamb ar ws fir? 

Samp, Usthe law of our fide if I fay I? 

Greg. No. ’ 

Samp, No fiz,1 donot bite my thumbe at you fir, but {bite 
my thumbe fir. 

Greg, Doyou quarell fir? 

Abra, Quarellfirnofire — 

5a.Butifyoudo fir, Lam foryou,| ferueas good ana asyou- 

Abra. No better. 

Samp, Well fir. Enter Bewnohe. 

Greg. Say better,here comes onc of my maifters kinfraen. 

Sam. Yes better fir, 

Abra, Youlie. ; 

Samp. Draw if yoube men, Gregorie,rermember thy wathing 
blowe, They fight, 

Benno, Part fooles 9 put vp your {words,you Know not what 
you do. ; Emer 


of Romeo and luliet. 
Enter Tibalt. 


Tibalt, What art thou drawne amnong thefe hartleffe hindes? 


gurne thee Bexuolie,looke vpon thy death. 
Benno, 1 do but keepethe peace put vpthy {words 
or manageit to part rhefe men with me. 
Tib. What drawne and talke of peace?] hate the words 
as I hare hell,ali 2/oxnragnes and thee: 
Haue at chee coward. 


Enter three or foure Citizens with Clubs or party/ons, 


off. Clubs,Bils and Partifons,ftrike, beate them downey 
Downewith the Capulets,downe withthe Mountagues. 
Enter old Capulet in his gowne, and his wife. 
Capu. What noyle is this? ciue me my long {word hoe, 
Wife. A crowch,a crowch,why call you fora {word? 
Cap. My fword Lay,old AZoxntagne is comes 
And florifhes his blade infpight of me. 
Enter old Mountague and his wife. 
Mount. Thou villaine Capelet hold me not,let me go. 
M, ¥fe.2. Thou fhalenoe ftir one foote to feekea foe. 
Ensiter Prince Eskales,with his traine, 
Prince. Rebellious fubic&s enemies to peace, 
Prophaners of this neighbour-{tayned ftecle; 
Will they not heare2what ho, you men, you bealts: 
That quench the fire of your pernicious rage; 
With purple fountaines iffuing from your veines: 
Qn paine of torture from thofe bloudie hands, 
Throw your miftempered weaponsto the grounds, 
And hearethe fentence of your moued Prince, 
T bree ciuill brawles bred of an aytie word, 
Bythee oid (apulet and Mountague, 
Haue thrice difturbd the quiec ot our fircets, 
And made Neronas auncient Citizens, 
Caft by their grauc befeeming ornaments, 
Towield old partizans,in Hands as old, 
Cancred with peace,to part your cancred hate, 
Tfeuer you diflurbe our ftrects againe, 


“Your 
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Your lives fhall pay the forfeit of the peace. 
Forthis time all the reft depart away: 
You Capulet fhallgo along with me, 
And A4ountague come you this afternoone, 
Toknow our farther pleafiare in this cafe: 
Toold Free-towne,our commoniudgemient place: 
Once more on paine of death,all men depart. 


Exeunt, 


Mounta. Who fet this auncient quarell new abroach? 


Speake Nephewwere you by whenit began? . 
Ben, Herc were the feraants of your aduerfarie 

And yours,clofe fighting ere I did approach, 

I drew to part them,in the inftant came 

The fierie TyLale,with his (word prepardes 

Which as he breath'd defiance to my earess 

He {woong about his head and cut the windes, 

Who nothing hurt withall,hift him in fcorne: 

While we were enterchaunging thrufts aud biowes, 

Came more and more,and fought on partand part, 

Till the Prince came,who parted either part. 
Wife. O where is Rowseo,faw youhim to day? 

Right glad Lam,he was not at this fray. 
Benno. Madam,an houre before the worfhipe Suz, 

Peerde forth the golden window of the Eaft, 

Atroubled minde diiue meto walke abroad, 

Where vnderneath the groue of Syramour, 

That Weltward rooteth from this Citie fides 

So early walking did I fee your fonnes 

‘Towards him I made, but he was ware of me, 

And ftole into the couert of the wood, 

I meafuring his affeftions by my owne, 

Which then moft fought, where moft mighe not be 

Being one too many by my weariefelfe, (founds 

Purfued my humor,not purfuing his, 

Andeladly fhunned,who gladly fled from me. 
Mounta. Many amorning hathhe there bin feene, 


With 


of Romeo and Iukiet. 


With teares augmenting the frefh mornings deawey 
Adding to cloudes,more clowdes with his deepe fiches, 
But all fo foone,as thé alcheering Sunne, 
Should in the fartheft Eaft begin to draws 
The fhadiecurtatnes from Azroras bed, 
Away from light fteales home my heauie fonne, 
And priuare in his Chamber pennes himfelfe, 
Shuts vp his windowes,locks faire day-lighe out, 
And makes himfelfe an artificial nighe : 
Blacke and portendous muft chis humor proue, 
Volefle good counfell may the caufe remoue. 
Ben, My Noble Vaele do you know the caule? 
(Moun. I neither know it, norcan learne of him. 
Ben. Haue you importunde him by any meanes? 
¢Mous. Bath by my felfeand many other friends, 
But heis owne afteétions counfeller, 
Isto himfelfe(I will not fay how true) 
Bur to hinofelfe fo fecret and fo ciofe, 
So farre from founding and difcoueries 
Asis the bud bie with an enuiousworme, 
Ere he can fpread his {weere leaues ro the ayrey 
Or dedicate his bewtie to the fame. 
Could we but learne from whence his forrows grow, 
‘We wouldas willingly gine cure as know. 
Enter Romeo. 
Benn. Sce where hecomes,{o pleafe you ftep afide, 
Te know his grecuance or be much denide. 
Moun, 1 would thou wert o happie by chy flay, 
To heare true fheift,come Madam lets away. 
Exennt. 
Benacl, Good morrow Coufin. 
Romeo, isthe day fo young? 
Ben, But new ftrooke nine. 
Romeo. Ay me,fad houres feeme long: 
Was thar my father chat went hencefo faft? 
Bens Ue was:what fadnefle oes Komeos ae s? 
ort. 
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The moft lamentable Tragedie 
Ro.Not having that,which having makes the fhort. 


Ben. Inloue, 

Row. Out. 

Ben. Of loue. 

Rom,. Our of her fauour where Iam in loue: 

Ben. Alas that loue fo gentle in his view, 
Should be fo tirannous and rough in proofe. 

Romeo. Alas that loueywhofe view is muffled fill, 
Should. without eyes,{ee pathwaiesto his will: 
Where fhall we dine? 6ine!what fray was here? 
Yer tel! me not, for I haue heard it all: 

Heres much to do with hate,but more with loue: 
Why then dbrawling loucy 6 louing hate, 

O any thing of nothing firlt created: 

O heauie hiehtne (le, ferious vanitie, 

Mitfhapen Chaos of welfeeing formes, 

Feather of lead, bright fmoke,cold fier, ficke healeh, 
Still waking fleepe that isnot what itis. 

This loue feele I that feele nolouein this, 

Doeft thou not laugh? 

Benn. No Coze,\ rather weepe. 

Rom, Good hart at what? 

Bens. Avthy goodnartsoppreffion. 

Romeo. Why fuchis lowes teanfgreffion: 
Griefes of mine owne lie heauie in my breaft, 
Which thouwile propogate to hane it preatt, 
With more of thine, this louie chat-tbou hafl fhowne, 
Doth ad morestiefe,too too much of mine owne. 
Loueis a {moke made with the fume of fighes, 
Being purgd,afi ¢{parkling in louers cies, 

Bemeg vext,afeanourifhe with loming teares, 
Whar isit elfe?amadnefle molt difcreete, 

A choking gall,and a prelerning {weete: 
Farewell my Coze, 

Ben. Soft1 will go alongs 
Andify ou leaue me fo, you do me wrong, 


But 


of ‘Romeo and Intset. 

Rom, Tut Thaue Jofi my felfe,I am not here, 
Thisis aot Remeo,hees fome other where. 

Ben, Tell me in fadnefle,who is that youloue? 

Ro. What fhailI grone and tell thee? 

Ben. Grone,why no:but fadly tell me who? 

Ro. A ficke manin fadneffe makes his will: 

A. word ill vred to one thar is {0 ill: 
In fadnefle Cozin, Ido loue a woman. 

Ben. Laymde fo neare,when I fuppofde you loud, 

Ro. A right good mark man,and fhees faire I loue. 

Ben. Aright faire marke faire Coze is fooneft hit. 

Rorseo. Weil in that hit you miffe, fheel not be hit 

With Cupids arrow, fhe hath Déans wits 
And in ftrong proofe of chaftitie well armd, 
From loues weak childifh bow the lives vncharmd. 
Shee will not Ray che fege ofloninyg tearmes, 
Nor bide th’incounter of affailing cies. 

Nor ope her jap to fainét feducing gold, 

O fhe ts sich,in bewtie onely poore, 

That when the dies, with bewtie dies her ftore. 
Ben. The the hatch fworn,that fhe wil filliue chafte? 
Ro.She hath,and im thac {paring make huge waltes 

For bewne fteru’d with her {eueritic, 

Cuts bowtie off fronaall pofteritie. 

She is too faire,too wile,wifely two faire, 

To ment biiffe by making me difpaire: 

Shee hath forfworne to loue,and 1a that vow, 

Do Line dead that lave to tell iz now. 

Ben, Be rulde by me,forget ro thinke of her, 

Ry. Oreach me how I fhould forgerto thinke. 

Ben. By giuing libercie voto thine eyes, 

Examine other bewiies. 

Ro. Tis the way to cali hers (exquific) in queftion more, 
Thefe happic maskes that kis faire Ladies browesy 
Being black,puts vsin mind they hide the faire: 

He that isftrooken blind cannot forget 
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"The precious treafure of his eye-fight loft, 
Shew mea miftreffe that is pafling faire, 
What doth her. bewtie ferue butas a note, 
Where I may reade who paft that paffing faires 
Earewel,thou-canft not teach me to ferget, 
Ben. Ue pay that dogtrineor élfe diein debe, Exeunt.. 
Enter Capuler, Countie Parissand the (lowne. . 
Capu. But Mountagueis bound as well as I, 
In penaltiealike,and tis not hard I thinke, 
For men fo eldas we to keepe the peace. 
Par, Ofhonourable reckoning are yowboth, 
And pittie tis,you liu'd ateds fo long: 
Burnow my Lord, whatfay you to my fure? 
Caps. But faying ore what | have {eid before, 
My childis yee a ftraungerin the world, 
Shee hath not feenethe chaunge of fourteen yeares, 
Lerewo more Sommers wither in theirprisie, — 
Exe wemay thike her ripeto be a bride. 
Pari. Younger then fhe,are happie mothers made, 
(apa. And toofocnemardare thofe fo early made: 
Farth hath{wallowedall my hopes but fhe, 
Sheesthe hopefull Lady of my earth: 
Buewooeher gentle Paris gether hart, 
My willeo her confent,is buea part. 
And theeagreed within her {cope of choife 
Lyes my confent,and faire,according voyce: - 
This night IT hold,anoldaccuftoma fealt, 
Whereto I haue inuited many a guefts 
Suchas Lloue,and you among chettere, 
One more,moft.welcome makes my number more: 
Actmmy poore houfe,locke to behold this night, 
Barthereadiag {tarresy chat make darke heauen lights 
Such camfort ag do luftie young men feele, 
When well appareld A prill onthe beele, 
Oflimping winter treadsseuenluch delight 
Among freth fennel buds shall you this night 
inherit ar my heufe,heareall,all {ees And 


of Romeo and luliet. 
Andlike her moft,whofe merit moft fhall bee: 
Which one more view,of many ,mine being one, 
May Stand in number,though in reckning none. 
Come go with me,go firrah rudge about, 
Through faire Veroxa,find thofe perfons out, 
Whole names are written there, and to them fay, 
My houfe and welcome,on their pleafure ftay.. 


Exit. 


Seru, Find them out whofe namesare written, Here itis writ- 
ten, that the fhoo-maker fhould meddle with his yard, and the 
eay ler with his laft, the fifher with his penfill,& the paincer with 
his nets. Bur amfenttofind thofe perfons whofe names are 
here writ and can neuer find what names the writing perfon 


hath here writ (I mutt cottic learned Jin good time. 
Enter Bermolio,avd Romeo. 


Bet, Turrman,one fire burnes out,an others burning, 


On paine ss lefned by an others anguifh, 
Turne giddie,and be holpe by backward turning: 
Onedefi perate precfe,cures with an others languilhs 
Take thou fome mew infection to thy eyes 
And the rancke poyfon of the old will dye. 
Rome, Your Piantan leafe is excellent for that. 
Ben, For what I pray thee? 
Romeo. For your broken fhin. 
Ben. Why Romeo,art thou mad? 


Rom. Not mad,but bound more thena mad man is: 


Shut vpin prifon, kept without my foode, 
Whipt and rormented,and Godden good fellow. 
Ser. Godgigoden, pray fircan you read? 
Rom. Tmine owne fortune in my miferie. 
Ser. Perhaps you haue learnedit without booke: 
But! pray can you read any thing you fee? 
Rom.1ifl know the letters and the language. 
Ser, Yeefay honeftly,reft you mertie. 
Rom. Stay fellow,1 can read. 
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The moft lamentable Tragedte 
Hereadesthe Letter, 

Ficnenr Martino, & his wife and daughlers:Countie Anfelme 
52 his bemtsons fiffors: the Lady widdew of Viruuio, Seigneur 
Placentio,anahzs louely Neeces : Mercutio anh brother V a- 
lencine:mize Uncle Capulet his wife ana danghters:my faire Neece 
Rofaline, Livia, Seignear Valentio,nd bzs Cofee'T ybait: Luce 
and the lwely Hellena. j 
A faire affemablieywhither fhould they come? 

Ser. Vp. 

Ro. Whither to fuppez? 

Sers Toour houfe. 

Re. Whofe boufe? 

Ser, My Maitters. 

Ro, Indeed Ifhiould have aske you that before. 

Ser. Now ile tell you without asking. My maifter isthe great 
tich Capaler , andif youbenot of the houleof AZoumagner, 1 
pray come and crufhacup af wine. Reft you menmie. 

Ben, Atthis fame auncient fealt of Capulets, 

Sups the faire Ro/aline whom thou fo loues: 
With all the admired beauties of Verona, - 
Gothither,and with ynartainted eye, 
Compare hertace with forme chat | thall fhow, 
And | will make thee thinkerhy fwana crow. 

Rg. Whenthe devout religion of mine ey ¢, 
Maintaines (uch fal(bood,then nime teares tofiers 
And thefe who often drownde,could neuer dic, 
Tranfparent Hereticques be burne for liers. 

One faiter then my loue,the all feeing Sun, 
Nerefaw her match, {ince firft the world begun. 

Ben. Tut youtaw her faire none elfe being by, 
Fer felfe poyfd with her telfe in either eye: 

Buc in that Chriftail {cales tet there be waide, 
Your Ladies louc.again{t fome ether maides 

That I will thew you fhining at this feaft, 

Avnd fhe fhali feant thew weil chat now feemes belt. 

Xo. Me goalong no fuch fight tobe fhowne, 

But 


of Romeo and Iubet, 
Put to retoycein fplendor of mine owne. 
Enter Capulers Wife and Narfe. 
Wife, Nuvfe wher’s my daughter¢call her forth to me. 
Nurfe. New by my maidenhead, at twelue yeare old I bad her 
some,what Lansh,what.Ledse- bird, God forbid, 
Wheres thie Girletwhat iuliet. 
Ester Liviet. 
Inter, How now who calls? 
Nur. Yorr mother. 
Jud. Madam Lambere,whatis yourwills 
Wife.T hisis the matter. Nurfe giue leane a while,we mutt ralk 
gafecret. Nurlecomebacke againe, Lhaue remembred mec; 
thou fe heare our countel. Thouknowett my daughters ofa pre- 
tie age. 
Nurfe; Faith Teanteliher age untoan benre. 
Wife. Shee’s not fourreene. 


Nurle, lc iay fourteene of my teeth , and yet to my teene be it: 


fpoken,! hane but foure,foeas not fourteent. 
Flow long iste. now to Laramas tide? 
Wife. A fortnightand odde dayes. 

Nurfe, Senor vdde,of alidates in the yeare come Lammas Swe at: 
night flat forbe fourteen. Sul anand fhe,God reft.all (boriftian foulei, 
were of an age. Weil Sufan ts with God, fhe-was too good for me : But: 
ws Tfaid,on Lammas Exc at night Soallfhe be fourteene , that frall 
Sree marrie, E remember it well. Tis (ince the Earth-quake now 
elenenyeares,and fhe was weand Ineuer fhall forget it of all the dates 
of the yeare spon that day: for I had then laide worme-weod ta my 
dug , fitting inthe funvunder the Done-houfewall. Ady Lord and 
you were thenat Martua yay I doo bearea braine . But as I foid, 
when it aid tafte the worme-wood-on the wipple of my dug , snd 
felt pater,pretie foole, to fee st teachie and fall out with the Dugee. 
Shake quoth the Done-houfe , tans need Itrow 10 bidme trudzet 
and frace that time it 1s alenenyeares, forthen fae contd fland hylone, 
nay byth roode fhe could hanernn and wadted all about : for euen 
the day before foe broke her brow and ten aay husband, God be i 
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The moft lamentable Tragedie 
bis foiele,a awa meervie man, took? Up the child, yea quoth he, dos 
thow fall vpon thy face?tivon wilt fol backwardwhen thos hafi more 
wit, wilt thon not Lule? And by my helydam » the prette wreich lefé 
coying,and (aid I:t0 fee now how ateafi foall come about: lwarrant, 
and I foould line athoufand yeaves,l nener foould forges its wilt ton 
not Lule qisath he ¢ and preiie foolest fimted and fasd 1. 

Old La, Tncugh of this,1 pray thee hold thy peace. 

Nurle. Yes Adadam,yet I cannot chuje but tangh , to thinke 
fioulddeane cryin ig ,and fay E: and yet warrant tt haduponst brow,a 
bamp as big as a young Cockrels flone: « perittous kuock, and it cryed 
bitterly, Tea quoth my bustand, fall upon thy face, thou wil: fal 
backward when thou commef} to age : wits thonnes Lule? Ie finted, 
and fad. ‘ 

Iuli. And fine thou to0,1 pray thee Nurfe, fay E. 

Nur fe, Peace Thane done: God marke thee too hts grace , thou 
waft the prevtief{ babe that ere I nurft, and I migit bye ta (ee thee 
mnarricd once, bade my wife, 

Old La. Marrie, that marrie ts thevery theame 
I came to talke cfjcell me daughter eter, 

How ftands your difpofitions to be married? 

Jubet. Icisan houre that U dreame not of, 

Nurfe. en bourewere not I thine onely Nenfe,Twenkd fay thea 
badfh fucke wifadonse from Woy teate. : 

OlaLa, Welithinke of marriage now, yongerthen you | 
Herein Fereva;Ladies of eReeme: 

Are made alreadie moshers by my cosnt. 

{was your mothér, mach vypon thefe yeares 
That you are now a maide,thus thenin briefe: 
The valiant Paris feckes youfor his foue. 

Narfe, Ansan young Lady,Lady, fich atman as alt the workd, 
Wy beesa man of ware: 

Old La, Veronas Sommer hath not fach a fower 

WNutfe. Nay bees aflower wu faich avery flower, 

Gid La. What fay you,can you lous the Gentleman? 

This night you fhall behold him at ourfeaft, 
Reade ore the volume of young Pars facey 
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of Romeo and Juliet. 


And find delight, writ there with bewties pen, 
Examine euery married jiniament, 
And fee how oneam other Sends content: 
And what obfcurde in this faire volume lies, 
Finde written in the margeant of his eyes. 
This precious booke of loue,this vnbound louer, 
To bewtifie him,onely lacks a Couer. 
The fith livesin the fea, and tis much pride 
For faire without the faire, within to hide: 
That booke in manies ey esdoth fharethe glorie 
Thatingold clafpes locksin the golden ftorie: 
So fhall you thare all thac he doth poffetfe, 
By hauing him,making your felfe no leffe. 
Nur/e. No lefle.nay bigger women grow by men. 
Old La, Speake briefly,can you like of Pars lous? 
Tuk, Me looke to like, if looking liking moue. 
Butno more deepe will I endart mine eye, 
Thenyourconfent giues {trength to makeflie. Enter Serning, 
Ser. Madamche guelts are come,fupper feru’d vp,you cald, 
my young Lady aske for,the Nurfe curft in the Pantrie, and e- 
erie thing inexwemitie: I muft henceto wait , Ebeleech you 
follow ftraighe. 
Mo. We follow thee, Juliet the Countie ftaies. 
Nar. Go gytle,fecke happie nights to happic dayes: 
Exeunt. 
Enter Romeo,Mercutio, Benuolio, with fine or fixe. other 
Maskers, torchbearers, 
Romeo. What thall this fpeech be fpoke for our excufe? 
O} fhall weon without appologie? 
Ben. The dateis.out of fuch prolixitie, 
Weele haue no (upid,hudwincke witha skarfe, 
Bearing a Tartars painted bowoflath, 
Skaring the Ladics like a Crowkeeper. 
But le¢ them meafure vs by what they will, 
Weele meafurethem a meafure andbe gone. - 
Row. Giue meatorch,] am ox for this ambling, 
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Being but heauie I will beare the light. 
Mercu, Nay gétle Romeo,we mutt haue you dance, 
Ro. Not] beleeuc me,you hauedanaing fhooes 
With nimble foles,[ haue afoule of Leade 
So ftakes me to the ground I cannot moue. 
Mer. Youarea Louer,borrow (“pias wings, 
And forewith them aboueacommonbound. ~ 
Rom, 1 amtoo fore enpearced with his fhaft, 
To fore with his light feathers,and fo bound, 
Icannot bound a pitch aboue dull woe, 
"Vnder loues heauie birthen do I fincke- 
Horatio, Andtofink in it fhould you burthen loue, 
Too great oppreflion fora tender thing. 
Rom. Isioue atender thing, itts too rough, 
Too rude,too boy ftrous,and it pricks like thorne. 
Mer Af \oue be rough with you,be rough with Joue 
Prick loue for pricking,and you beate loue downe, 
Giue mea cafe eco put my vifagein,, 
A vifor fora vifor,what care [ 
‘What curious eye doth cote deformities: 
Hereare the beetle browesfhall bluth for me. 
Benw. Come knockand enter,and no fooner in, 
Bat euery man betake him to his legs. 
Ro. Atorch for me,let wantons light of heart 
Tickle the fenceleffe rufhes with their heeles : 
For I am prouerbd with a graunfire phrafe, 
Ye be acandle-holder and lookeon, 
The game was nereto faire,and | am dum, 
Mer. Tut.duas the moufe,the Conftables own word 
If chowart dun,weele draw thee fiom the mire 
Orfauc you reverence loue, wherein thouttickeft 
Vp to the eares,come we burne daylight ho. 
Re. Nay thats not fo. 
Cer. I meane fir in delay 
We watte ourlichts in vaine,lights lights by day: 
Take our good meaning,for our indgemment fits, 


Fiue 


of Romeo and luliet. 


Fiue cimes in that,ere once in our fine wits. 

Rg. And we meane well in going to this Mask 
Burt tis no wit to go. 

(Mer. Why,may one aske? 

Rom. | drcampt adreame tonight. 

(Mer, Andlodid I. 

Ro. Well what was yours ? 

Mer. That dreamers often lie. 

Ro, In bed afleep while they do dream things erue. 

Mer. O then Ifce Queene Mab hath bin with yous 
Sheis the Fairies midwife,and fhe comes in fhape no bigger thé 
an A got {tone, on che forefinger ofan Alderman, drawne with 
ateeme of little ottamieouer mens nofes as they lic afleep : her 
waggd {pokes made of lég fpinners legs:the couer,of the wings 
of Grathopperssher traces of the fmalleft {pider web,her collors 
of the moonfhines watry beams her whipof Crickets bonc,the 
lath of Philome, her waggoner , afmall grey. coated Gnat, not 
half fo big as a raund litle worme,pricke from the Jazie finger of 
a man. Her Charriotis an emptie Hafel nut,Made by the loyner 
fquirrel orold Grub,time out amind,the Fairie, Coatchmakers: 
and in thisftate the gallops nightby night, thregh fouers brains, 
and thenthey dreame of loue.On Courtiers knees, that dreame 
on Curfies ftrait ore Lawyers fing ers who {trait dreame on fees, 
ore Ladies lips who ftrait one kitles dream, which oit the angrie 
Mab with blifters plagues , becaufe their breath with {weete 
meates tainted are. Sometime fhe gallops ore a Courtiers noley 
and then dreames he of {melling out a fure:and fometime comes 
fhe witha tithpigstale,tickling a Perfons nofe as a lies afleepe, 
then he dreams of an other Benefice. Sometime fhe driueth ore 
a fouldiers neckyand then dreames he of cutting forrain throates, 
ef breaches,ambufcados,fpanith blades:Of healths fiue fadome 
deepe , and then anon drums in his care , at which he ftarts and 
wakes,and being thus ac pcan {weares a praier or two & fleeps 
againe:this is chat very Mab that plats the mancs of horfes inthe 
might : and bakes the Elklocksin foule fluceith haires ,-which 
once yatangled,much misfortune bodes, 
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This isthe hag,when maides ie on their backs, 
That prefles them and learnes them firft ro beares 
Making them women of good cartiage: 
This is fhe, 
Romeo. Peace, peace,Adercutio peace, 

Thou ralkft of nothing, 

(Mer, True, I talke of dreames : 
Which are the children ofan idle braine, 
Bevgot of nothing but vaine phantafie: 
Which is.as thin of fubftance as the ayre, 
Ad mote inconftane then the wind who wooes: 
Euen now the frozer boforme of he North: 
And being angerd puffes away fromthence, 
Turing hisfide te. the dewe dropping South. 
Bex, This wind youtalk of, blows vs from our felues, 
Supper is done,and we (hall come toa late. 

Ro. Ufeare too earlie,for my mind mifgiues, 
Some confequenee yet hanging in the ftarres, 
Shall bitterly begin his fearful date, 

With this nights reuels, and expire the terme 
Of defpifed life clofde in my breft: 

By fome vile fofreit of vatimely death. 

Buc he thathath the ftirrage of my courle, 
Direét my fute,on lutie Gentlemen, 

Bea, Stike dium. 

They march about the Stage,aud S. erningusee Come forth with 
Napkins. 
Ent er Romeo. 

Sex. Wheres Potpan that he helpes not to take away 2 
He thifta trencher,he {crape a trencher? 

1, When good inanners fhal] lie.all in one or womens hands 
And they vawathe too,tis a foule thing, 

Ser, Away with theiaynttooles,remouethe Courteubbert, 
lookera the plate.good rhou,f&ue mea peece of March-panes 
znd asthou loues me, tet the porter lerin S¢/an Grindfionerand 
Nett, Anthouse and Porpan, ; 
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of Romeo and Juket. 
2. [boy readie. 
Ser, Youare lookt for,and cald foryaskt foryand foughe for in 
the great chamber. 
3, Wecannot be hereand there too,chearely boyes, 
Be briska while,and the longer liuer take all. 
Exeunt. 
Enter all the guefis and gentlewomen to the 
(sen 
1. Capa. Welcomegentlemen,Ladies that haue their toes 
‘Vnplagued with Cornes,will walke about with you: 
Ab my miftefles,which of you all 
Will now denie to daunce,fhe that makes daintie, 
She Ile fwear hath Corns:am 1 come neare ye now? 
Welcome gentlemen,] haue feene the day 
‘That ] haue worne a vifor and could tell 
A whifpering tale in a faire Ladies care: 
Such as would pleafe:tis gonestis gone;tis gone, 
You are welcome, gentlemen come,Mufitions play. 
(Mufick playes and they dance. 
A halla hall, gine roome,and foote it gyrles, 
More light you knaues,and turne the tables vp: 
And quench the fire,the roome is growne too tots 
‘Ah firrah, this valookt for {port comes well: 
Nay fit,nay fit,good Cozin Capaéee, 
For youand I are paft our dauncing dayes: 
How long ift now fince laft your felfe and I 
‘Were in a maske? 
2. Capu. Berlady chirtie yeares. 
1. Caps. What mantis not fo much,tis nat fo much, 
Tisfince the nuptial of Lacientso: 
Come Pentycoft as quickly asit will, 
Some fiue and twentie yeares,and then we maske. 
2. Capa, Tis more,tis more;his fonne is elder fir: 
His fonneis thirtie. 
1, Capa. Will youtell methat? 
His fonne was but a ward 2. yeares ago. 
C 3 Roms. What 
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The moft lamentable Tragedie 


Re, What Ladies that which doth enrich the hand 
Of yonder Knight? 

Ser. 1 knowvot fir. 

Rg. O fhe doth teach the torches to burn bright: 
It (cemes the hangs vpon the checke of night: 
Asarich lewel in an Ethiops care, 

Bewtie oo rich for vfo,for carth too deare: 

So fhowes afnowie Doue trooping with Crowes, 
Asyonder Lady ore her fellowes fhowes: 
Themeature done, Ile watch her place of ftand, 
And touching hers,make bleffed my rude hand. 
Did my hart louc till now, forfweare it fight, 

For I nere faw crue bewtie till this nighe. 

Tibal. This by his voyce, fhoutd be a Afountague. 
Fetch me my Rapier boy,what dares the flaue 
Come hither couerd with an anticque faces 
To fleere and {corne at our folemnitie? 

Now by the ftocke and honor of my kin, 
To firke him dead, hold itnots fin, 

Capn. Why how now kinsman , wherefore ftorme 

Tib. Vncle, this is a Wowntagne our foe: (you fot 
A villaine that is hither come in fpight, 

Tofcorne at our folemnitiethis night. 

Cap. Young Romeo isit. 

Tib, Tishe, that villaine Romeo. 

Capa. Contentthee gentle Coze,let him alone, 
A beares him like a portly Gentleman: 

And toa fay truth,Verona brags ofhim, 
Fobea vertuous and welgouernd youth, 
I would noc for the wealth of all this T owne, 
Herein my houfe do him dilparagement: 
Therefore be patient,take no note of him, 
Ieis my will,the which ifthou refpect, 
Shew a faire prefence,and put off thefefrownes, 
An illbefeerning femblance for a feaft. 

Tit. Is fits whenfucha villaincisagueft. 


of Romeo and Tuliet. 

Tile not endure him. 

Capn. He fhall be endured. 
‘What goodman boy,| fay he fhall,go too, 
Am I the mafter here or you?go too, 
Youle not endure him,god fhall mend my fonle, 
Youle make a mutinie among my guefts: 
You wil fet cock ahoope.youle be the man, 

Ti. Why Vocle, tis a fhame. 

Caps. Go toog0 too, 
You are afawcie boy, ift fo indeed? 
This trick may chance to {cath you I know what, 
You muaft contrarie me,marrie tis times 
Well faid my hearts,you are a princox, go, 
Be quiet,or more light.more light for Este 
lle make you quier(what)chearely my hearts. 

77. Patience perforce, with wilfull choller meeting; 
Makes my flefh tremble in their different greeting: 
I will withdraw but this intrufion fhall 
Now feeming {weet,conuert to bittreft gall. Exit. 

Ro. Lf prophane with my vnworthielt hand, 
Thisholy thrine.the gentle finis this, 
My lips two blufhing Pylgrims did readie ftand, 
To {moothe that rough touch with a tender kis. 

Ju.Good Pilgrim you do wrog your had too much 
Which mannerly deuocion fhowes inthis, 
For faints haue hands, chat Pilgrims hands do tuch, 
And palmeto palmeisholy Palmers kis.. 

Ro. Haue not Saintslips and holy Palmers too? 

Jub, 1 Pilgrim, lipsthat they muft vfein praire. 

Rom. Othen deare Saint,let lips do what hands doy 
They pray(grant thou)leatt faith turne to difpaue. 

Jn. Saints do not moue,thogh grant for praiers fake. 

Ro, Then moue not while my praicrs efle& I take, 
Thus from my lips,by thine nty{in ts purgd. 

Je. T be haue my lips the fin that they hae tooke. 

Re. Sinfrom my lips,6 trefpas fweerly wrgd: Giue 
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The moft lamentable Tragedie 
Giue me my fin againe. 
Juli. Youc kifle bith booke. 
Nur. Madam your mother craues a word with you. 
Ro, What is her mother? 
Nurf. Martie Batcheler, 
Her mother is the Lady of the houfe, 
Anda good Ladie,and a wife and vertuous, 
I Nurft her daughter that youtalke withall: 
I tell you,he that can lay hold ofher 
Shall haue the chincks, 
Ro, Is thea Capuler? 
O deare account ! my life is my foes deb: 
Ben, Away begon,the {port is at the bet. 
Ro, [fo I feare,the more is my voreft. 
Caps. Nay gentlemen prepare not to be gone, 
We hauea trifling foolifh banquet towards: 
Is it ene fo?why then I thanke you all. 
Ithanke you honeft gentlemen,good night: 
More torches hereycomeon,then letsto bed. 
Ah firrah,by my faieit waxes late, 
Ile to my reft. 
Zn. Come hither Nurfe,what is yond gentleman: 
Nurf. Thefonne and heire of old TyLerio. 
Ini, Whats hethat now is oing out of doore? 
Nur, Matrie that | chinke LE young Petrachéo. 
J#. Whats he that follows here that wold not dace? 
Ner. Iknow not. 
Juli, Goaske his name, if he be married, 
My grauc is like to be my wedding bed. 
Nurf, Hisnameis Romeo,anda Mountague, 
The onely fonne of your great enemie. 
Tuli. My onely loue fprung from my onely hate, 
Too earliefeene,vnknowne,and knawnetoo late, 
Prodigious birth of loue it is tomee, 
Thac I muft louea loathed enemie. 
Nerf, Whats tis? whats tis 


Tu. A 


of Romeo and Iuliet. 
Ye. A rime Tlearnt enen now 
Of one 1 dan& withall. 
One cals within uliet, 
Narf? Anon,anon: 
Come lets away, the ftrangers all are gone. 
Exeunt. 


Chorus. 
Now old defire doth in his deathbed lie, 
And young affeétion gapes to be his heire, 
That faire for which loue gronde for and would die, 
With tender /#Het match,is now not faire, 
Now Romeo is beloucd, and louesagaine, 
Alike bewitched by the charme of laokes; 
Bur to his foe fuppofd he muft complaine, 
And fhe fteale loucs {weete bait from fearful hookes: 
Being helda foe,he may not have accefle 
To breathe fuch vowes as louers vfe to {weare, 
And the as much in loue,her meanes much leffe, 
To meete her new belowed any where: 
But paflion lends them power,time meanes to meete, 
Tempring extreinities with extreeme {weete. 
Enter Romeo alone. 

Ro, Can1 go f.xrward when my heartis here, 

Turne backe dull earth and find thy Center out, 
Enter Benuolio with Mercutio. 
Ben. Romeo, my Colen Romeo, Romeo. 


Mer. He is wife,and on my life hath ftolne him home to bed. 


Ben. He ran this way and leape chis Orchard wall. 
Call good Mercutio: 
Nay Ile coniure too. 

Mer. Romeo umours,madman,paffion louer, 
A ppeare thou inthe likenefle of a figh, 
Speake but on rime and I am fatisfied: 
Criec but ay me,prouaunt, bur loue and day, 
Speake tomy gofhip Venus one faire word, 
Onc nickname for her purblind fonne and her, 
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The moft lamentable Tragedie 


Young e4braham : Cupid he chat fhot fo trues 
When King Cophetualou'd the begger mayd. 
He heareth not,he ftirreth notshe moueth not, 
The Ape is dead,and I muft coniure hisn. 
Iconiurethee by Ro/alines bright eyes 
By her high forehead,and her Scarlet lip, 
By her fine foot, {traight leg,and quivering chigh, 
And the demean ade there adiacent lie, 
That in thy likeneffe thou appeare to ys. 
Ben, Andifhe hearethee thou wile anger him. 
Mer. This cannot anger him,twould anger him 
Toraifea (pitic inhis mftreffe circle, 
Offome {trange nature;letting it there ftand, 
Till the had laid it.and conasred it downe, 
That were fome fpizhe. 
My invocations faite & honefk, in his miftres name, 
I conure onely but ro raife vp him. 
Ben. Come,he hath hid himfelfe among thefe trees 
To beconforted with the humerous night: 
Blind is his loue,and beft befits the darke. 
Atar, Ifloue be blind loue cannot hit the marke, 
Now will he fic vadera Medlertrer, 
And wih his miftreffe were that kind of fruite, 
As maides call Medlets,when they laugh alone. 
O R geo that (he wero, 6 that the were 
Anopen, or thoaa Poprin Peare. 
Romeo goodnight, ile to my truckle bed, 
This field-bed istoo cold for me to fleepe, 


Come fhall we go? 
Ben. Go then, for tisin vaine to feeke him here 
That meanes not to be found. Exit, 


Ro. He ieafts at fcarresthat neuerfelt a wourrd, 
But foft,whae light through yonder window breaks? 
Ieis the Eaft and Zuder 3s ce Sun. 

Atife faire Sun and kill che envious Moone, 
Whioisalreadie ficke and pale with greefe, 


That 


of Romeo and Tuliet, 
T hat thou her matde art far more faire then the: 
Be not her maide fince the is enuious, 
Her veltall livery is but ficke and greene, 
And none but fooles de weare it, caftit off: 


eis my Lady dit ismy loue,d that the knew fhe wets 


She fpeakes,y et the faies nothing ,what of that? 
Her eye difcourfes,{ will anfwere it: 
I ams too bold,tis not to me the {peakess 
Two of the faireft ftarresin all che heaucn, 
Having fome bufinesto entreate her eyes, 
Tetwinckle in their fpheres till they returne. 
What if her eyes were chere,they in her head, 
The brichenefle of her cheek wold fhame thofe {tars, 
As day-light doth a lampe,her eye in heaven, 
Would through the ayrie region {treame fo bright, 
That birds would fing, andthinke it were not night: 
Sce how fhe leanes her cheeke vpon her hand. 
O that f were a gloue vpon that hand, 
That | might touch that cheeke, 

Ju. Ay me. 

Ro. She {peakes. | 
Oh fpeake againe bright Angel, for thou art 
As glorious to this night being ore my head, 
Asis awinged meflenger of heauen 
Vato the white vpturned wondring eyes, 
OF mortals thae fall backe to gaze on him, 
When he beftrides the lazie puffing Cloudes, 
And fayles vpon the bofome of the ayre. 

Ink. O Roweo,Romeo wherefore art thou. Romeof 
Denie thy father and refufe thy name. 
Or if thou will not.be bur fworne my louc, 
Andileno longer bea Capulee, 

Ro. Shall Lheare more,or thall I {peake at this? 

Is. Tis bur thy name chatis my enemies 
T houart thy felfe,chough not a AZountagne, 
Whats Monntague ? it 1s nor es nor foote. 
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The moft lamentable Tragedie 


Nor arme nor face, 6 be fome other name 
Belonging to aman. 

Whatsin aname that which we calla rofe, 

By any other word would {mell as (weete, 

So Romeo would wene he not Roweo cald, 
Retaine that deare perfection which he owes, 
Without that tytle,Romeo doffe thy name, 
Aind for thy name which isno part of thee, 
Take all my felfe. 

Ro. Igake thee at thy word: 

Cail me but loue,and Ie be new baptizde, 
Henceforth [ ncuer will be Ronzeo. 

Jah, Whatman arethou, that thus befchreend in 
So ftumbleft on my counfell2 (nighe 

Ry. By aname,] know not haw to tell thee who I 
My name deare faint, is hatefuiltomyfelfey (am: 
Becaufc it isan enemie to thee, 

Had Lit written, 1 would teare the word, 

Tuli. My cares haue yet not deunk a hundred words 
Ofthy tongus vitering,yet | know the found, 

Art thou nor Romeo,anda A7cuntague? 

Rg. Neither faire maide,if either thee diflike. 

Jui, How cameft thou hither,zel me,and wherfore? 
The Orchard walls are high and hard to climbe, 
And the place dentennintenne who thou art, 

Jf any of my kifmen find thee here. 

Ro, With loves light wings did I orepearch thefe 
For ftonie limits cannot holdloueout, (walls, 
And what love can do,that dares loue attempt : 
Therefore thy kinfmen ate no ftap to me 

Ju. Ifthey do fee thee;they will murther thee. 

Ro, Alack there lies more perill imthine eye, 
Then ewentie of their words,looke thou but fweete, 
And 1am proofe againft their enmitie. 

Juiz. I would nos for the world they faw thee here. 


Bo. J 


of Romeo and Juliet. 


Ro. Thaue nights cloake to hide me frétheir cies, 
And but thou loue me, let them finde me here, 
My life were better ended by their hate, 
Thendeath proroged wanting of thy loue. 

in, By whofe direétion foundtt thou out this place? 

Ro. By loue that firft did promp me to enquire, 
Helent me counfeli, and [lent him ey es: 

T ami no Pylat,yer wert thou as farre 
Asthat vaft (hore wafheth with the fartheft (ea, 
T fhould aduenture for fuch marchandife. 

Jw. Thou knowelt the mark of night is on my face, 
Elfe would a maiden blufh bepaint my cheeke, 

For that which thou haft heard me {peake tonight, 
Faine would I dwell on forme,faine,faine, denic 
What I haue fpoke,but farwell complement. 
Doeft thou loue mel know thou wilt fay E: 

And I willtake chy word,yet ifthou {wearft, 
Thou maicft prouc falfe at louers periuries. 

They fay Jove laughes,oh gentle Romeo, 

If thou doft leue,pronounce it faithfully: 

Orif thou thinkeft I am too quickly wonne; 

Tle frowneand be peruerfe,and fay thee nays 

So thou wile woae,but elfe not for the wasld, 

In truth faire (Aontague Lam too fond: 

And therefore thou maiett think my behauior iight, 
But cruit me gentleman, ile proue mors trues 

Then thofe that haue coying to beftrange, 

I thould haue bene more {trange,1 muft confeffe, 
But that chou overheard{t eve 1 was wares 

My truloue paflion,therefore pardon me, 

And not impute this yeelding to light loue, 

Which the darke night hath fo. difcouered. 

Ro, Lady,by yonder bleffed Moonc I vow, 
Thattips with flucrall thefe frute tree tops. 

Ju. O Crear not by the moone thinconftant moone; 
| ‘That monethly changes in her Bee orbe, 
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The moft lamentable Tragedie 

Leaft tharchy loue prow, ikewife variable. 

Ro. What fhall | fweare by? 

Id. Do not {weare atall: 
Orifthou wilt,fweare by thy gracious felfe, 
Whichis the godof my Idolatrie, 
And Ile beleeuethees 

Rg, 1fmy hearts deare loue. 

In. Well do not {weare,aichough Tioy inthee 
Thaue noioy ofthis contract tonight, 
Teistoo rafh,too vnaduild,too fudden, 
T oohike the lightning which doth ceak to bee, 
Ere one can fay ,it Jightens,{weete goodnight: 
This bud of loue by Sommers ripening breath, 
May prouc a bewtious floure when next we meetes 
Goodnight, goodnight.as (weete repofe and reft, 
Come to thy heart,as that within my breft. 

Ro, Owiltthouleaue me fo volatishied? 

Ink. What farisfaGtion canft chou haue to night? 

Ro. Thexchange of thy loues faithful vow for mine. 

Ia, Igaue thee mine before thou didft requeftit: 
Andyet] would is were to give againe. 

Ro. Woldftihou withdrawit for what purpofe louc? 

Ju.. Butto be franke and giue it thee againe, 
And yer! wilh bur for thething I haue, 
My bountie is as boundleffe as the fea, 


My loue as deepesthe more] giue rothee 


T he more 1 haue,for both are infinite. 
Theare fome noy fe within deare loue adue: 
Anon good nurfe,;fweete Afountagne be muc: 
Stay bur litle, 1 will comeagaine, 
Ro. OQ bieffed bleffed night,1 am afeard 
Being in night,all thisis but.a dreame, 
Too flattering {weete to be fubftanciall. 
Ja.T hree words deare Romeo, & goodnight indced, 
Ifchae chy bene of loue be honourable, es 
Thy purpofe marriage,fend me word to morrow, 


3] 


of Rameo and Iuliet, | Hn. 


By one that ile procure to come to thee, 

Where and what timerhou wile performe theright, 
Andall my fortunes at thy footeilelay, 

And follew thee my L. throughout the world. © Madam. 104 Svade 
I come,anon : bur ifthou meaneft not well, pee 
I do befeech thee (by and by 1 come) Madam. sj, Stade 
Toceafe thy ftrife,and leaue me co my griefe, ae 
To morrow will I fend. 

Ro. So thriue my foule. 

fw. Athoufand times goodnight. 

Ro. A thoufand times the worfe to want thy light, 
Loue goes toward louc as {chooleboyes from their bookes, 156 
But lovefrom loue,toward {choole with heauie lookes. : 

Enter Tuliet againe. 

Tuts. Hitt Romeo hift,e for a pieces voyces 
Tolure this T affel gentle back againe; se 
Bondageis hoarfe, and may not {peake aloudey 
Elfe would I cearethe Caue where Eccho lies, 
‘And make heraytie tongue more hoarfe,then 
With repetition of my Romeo, 164 

Ro. Itismy foule that calls vpon my name- 
How filuet fweete,(ound loners tongues by night, 
Like (ofteft muficke to attending cares. 

In. Romeo. 

Ro, My Neece. 

Iw. What aclocke to morrow ‘ng 
Shall I fend to thee? 

Ro. By the houre of nine- 

Ia, 1 will not faile,tis twentie yeare till chen + 
Thaue forgot why Idid call thee backe. 

Ro. Let me ftand here till thou remember it- 118 

dm. I thall forget tohauethee {till ftand there, 

Remembring how I foue thy companie. 

Ro, And ile {till tay; to haue thee {till forger, 

Forgetting any other home but this. 116 
I, Tis almoft morning,| would haue chee gone, 
And yerno farther then.a wantons bird, Thar t 
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The moft lamentable Tragedie 
That lets ithopa litle from his hand, 
Like a poore prifoner in his ewifted giues, 
And witha filkenthreed, plucks i¢ backe againe, 
So louing Leatous of his libertie. 
Ro. I would I were thy bird. 
Jn. Sweete fo would I, 
Yer I fhould kill thee with much cherifhing: 
Good nighr, good night, 
Parting is {uch fweete forrow, 
ThatI fhall fay good nighr,tillie be morrow. 
Ju. Sleep dwel vpon thine ey es.peace in thy breaft. 
Ro, Would I were {lcepe and peace fo fweet toreft 
The grey eyde morne {miles on the frowning nizhe, 
Checkring the Eafterne Clouds with {treaks of lighe, 
And darkneflle fleckted like a drunkard reeles, 
From forth daies pathway ,made by 7ytans wheeles. 
Hence will Eco my ghoftly Friers clofe cell, 
Eis helpe to craue,and my deare hap to tell. 
Exit. 
Enter Frier alone with a basket, (nights 
Fri. The grey-eyed morne {miles on the frowning 
Checking the Eafterne clowdes with ftreaks of light: 
And fleckeld darkneffe like a drunkard reeles, 
From forth daies path,and Zstaxs burping wheelese 
Now ere the fun aduance his burning cie, 
The day to cheere, and nights dancke dewe to drie, 
I mutt v pfili this ofier cage of ours, 
With balefull weedes,and precious iuyced flowers, 
The earth that’s natures mother is hertombe, 
What is her burying graue, that is her wombe: 
And from her wombe children of divers kindep 
We fucking on her naturall bofome finde: 
Many formany,vertues excellent: 
None but for fome,and yer all different. 
O mickle is the powerfull grace that lies 
In Plants,hearbes,{tones,and their true quallities : 


For 


of Romeo and Iuliet. 


For nought 0 vile, that on the earth doth liue, 

But tothe earth fome fpeciall good doth giue: 

Nor ought fo good bur {traind from that faire vie, 

Reuoles from truc birth, {tumbling on abufe. 

Vertucir felfe urnes vice being mifapplied, 

And vice fometime by attion dignified. 

Enter Romeo. 

Within the infant rinde of this weake flower 

Poy fon hath refidence, and medicine power: 

For this being {mele with that part, cheares each part, 

Being tafted, {taies all fences with che hare. 

Two fuch oppofed Kings encamp them ftill, 

In man as well as hearbes,grace and rude will: 

And where the worferis predominant, * 

Full (one the Canker death cates vpthat Plane. 

_ Ro. Goodmorrow father. 

Pri, Benedicitie. . 

‘What early-congue fo fweere falureth me? 

Young fonne,it argues a diftempered hed, 

So foone tobid goodmorrow to thy bed: 

Care keepes his watchin eucry old manseye, 

And where-care lodges, fleepe will neuer lye: 

But where vnbrufed youth with vnftuft braine 

Doth cotich his lims,there golden fleepe doth raigne, 

Therefore thy ealinefle doth me aflure, 

Thou art vproufd with fome diftemprature: 

Orifnot fo,then here I hicienight, 

Our Romeo hath not bene in bed to night. 

Ro. That att istrne the fweeter reft wasmine, 
Fri. God pardon fin,waft thou with Rofatnet 
Rg. With Rofalinemy gholily fatherno, 

Thaue forgot that natre,and thatnameswoe 
Fri.T hats my goad fon,but wher haft chou bin the? 
Row Ve selithee ere thou aske it me agen: 

¥ haue bene feafting with mineencmic, 

Where on afudden one Ps iki 
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The moft lamentable Tragedis 

Thats by me wounded both, or remedies: 
Within thy helpeand holy phificke lies : 
I beareno hatred bleifed man: for joe 
My interceflion likewile fleads my foe. 

Fri. Be plaine good fonne and bomely inthy ditf, 
Ridling confeffion,findes but ridling flarsfe. 

Re. Then plainly know my harts deare loue is fee 
On the faire daughter of rich Capalee: 
#s mineon hers,fo hersis fet on ming, 
Aad all combind,faue what thou muft combine 
By holy marriage; when and where,and bow, 
We met,we wooed,and made exchange of yow: 
Se rellzhee as we palle,but.this I pray, 

"har chou-confent ro marrie vs. to day. 

Fri, Woly S. Frauners what a change ishere? 
Is Rofakne that chou didfhlouelo deare, 
So feeneforlaken? yonng mens loue then lies 
Not eruly in their heartsJoticin Mieit cies 
Tela Afexiz what a deale of brine 
Hath wathe thy fallow cheekes for R 9feie? 
How much fa!t water throwne away 1n walle, 
To feafon loue,that of ie doth nottale. 
The Sun-noryetthy fighes, from feaen cleares 
Thy old groves yee ringing in thine auncient carest 
Lo here vponthy checke the flaine doth Ge, 
Of an old teare that is noe walhr off y ets 
ifere theu watt thy felfe,and thefe woes thine, 
“Ehouand thefe woes weteall fer R.ofalwe. 
And-arttheu chang’d pronounce this fentence then, 
Women may fallswhen theres naftrength in men: 

Ro: ¥Fhoughidltanc.oft Hrlouing Rofasne. 

Frs. For doting, not for loving pupill ene, 

Ro,, And badit me buric lous. 

Fri. Not inavraue, 
To lay one in an other out tohaue, 

Re. TE pxay thee chide me norshey Jove now. 


Doth 


of Romeo amd Inlet. 
Doth grate for graceyend loue for love allows 
Theother did not fo. 
Fri, © fhe knew well, 
Thy loue did reade by rote, that-conld nosfpell: 
Burcome young wauerer,come go with me, 
In one refpedt ile thy affiftant be: 
For thisalliance may fo happieproue, . 
Totarne your houfholds raneurto pure loue. 
Ro. Olet vshence, Rand onfudden haft, - 
Fri, Wilely and flow, they ftumblethatrun faft, 


Exeunt. 
Beater Benuolio and Mercutio~ 


Cler, Where the denie fhould this Romeo be ? came hee nor 
home to night? 
Ben. Nov to his fathers, fpoke with his ean, 
Ader. Why that fame pale hard hearted wench thar Rofadlne, 
Torments him fo, that he will{ure run mad, : 
Ben, Tibaltsthe kifmanto old Capalerzhath fent:a Veter to his 
fathers hovfe. . 
After. A challenge onmy life. 
Bex. Romeo wiilanfwereit. 
Mer. Any man that can write may an{were aferrer. 
Ben. Nay, bre wil amfwete the letters maifter how he dares,be- 
ingdared. ee ; 
CAlercu. Alas poore Romeo, heis alreadie dead, ftabd with a 
white wenches blacke eye srunne through the eare- witha loue 
fong , the very. pi one of his heart-, cleft with the blinde 
bowe-boyes but-ihaft , and is hee a man to encounter Zy- 
batt? 
Ro. Why wharisTybake 
Mer. More then Prineeof Cats. Oh hees the couragious 
captain of Complements:he fights as you fing prickfong,keeps 
time,diftance & proportion,he refts,his minum re{ts, ons {WOs 
and thethird in your bofome : the very butcher ofa filke but 
ton,a dualift adualift,a Aeataie ofthe very fir ae 
4 . 
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firft and fecondcanfe, ah the immortal Paffado,the Punto ree 
uerfo,the Hay. 4 

Ben. Thewhat? 

Mer, The Poxof fuch antique lifping affe€ting phantacies,. 
thefe new tuners of accent : by Iefua very good blade, avery 
tall man,a very good whore.Why isnot this a lamétable thing 
oraundfir, that we fhould be thus afflited with thefe {traunge 
flies: thefe fafhion-mongérs,thefe pardons mees, whe ftand fo 
much on the new forme, that they cannot fit.at eafe on the old 
bench.O their bones,their bones. 

Enter Romeo.. 

Ben. Here Comes Romeo,here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his Roe, likea dried Hering, O fleth, fleth, | 
how art thou fifhifed ? now is hefor the numbers chat Petrach 4 
flowedin: Lavrato his Lady , was akitchin wench, marsie 
fhe hada better loueto berime her : Dido a dowdie » Cleopatra 
a Gipfie, Hellen and Hero,bildings and haslots : Thabiea yrey 
eye ox fo,bur not to the purpofe. Signior Romeo, Ronieur, theres 
a French falutationro your Frenchflop : you gaue vs checoun- 
terfeit fairly laft night. 

Ro, Goodmorrow to you both , what counterfeit did I gine 

ou? 

Mer. The {lip fir,the flip,can you norconcejue? 

Ra. Pardon good Afercutio, my bufinelTe was great, and in 
fuch a cafe as mine,a man may ftraine curtefic. ‘ 

Mer. Thatsas much as to fay fuch acafe as yours,conftrains | 


aman to bowin the hams. 

Ro. Meaning to curfie. eae 

Mer, Thou haft moft kindly hit i¢, 

Ro, A moft curtuous expofition. 

Mer. . Nay Lam the very pinckof curtefie. 

Ro. Pinckforflower, = 

Mer, Righe. 3 

Re. Why thenis my pump welll flowetd. 

Mer. Sure wit follow methisieaft, now-till chou haft worne 
our thy pump, that when the fingle (ole of iris wore, theicait 
may remaine after the weating,loly fingular, 

Re O 


of Romeo and luliet. 

Ro Ofinzle folde ieaft, (olie fingular for rhe fingleneffe. 
(Mer. Come betweene vsvood Benuolomy yits faints, 
Re, Swits and {purs,fwits and {parres,or de crie a match. 
Mer, Nay, four wits run the wildgoofe chafe, Tam done: 

For shou haft more of the wildgoofe in one of thy wits, then E 
am ee Thavein my whole five, Was] with you there for the 

Coles 
Ro. Thou waft neuer with me for any thing, when thou waft 

not there for the goofe. ; 

Mer. Iwill bitechee by the eare for thatieaft. 

Rom. Nay good goofe bite not, 

Mer. T hy wit is avery bitter fweeting,itis a moft tharp fawee. 
Rows, And isit not then well feru’d in taafweete goofe? 
CAter. Ob heres-a wit of Cheuerell , chat ftretches fiom an 

ynch narrow,to an ell broad. 

Ro. 1 frerclsivoue for chat word broad, which addedto the 
goofe,proues thee farre and wide a broad goofe. 

Mer, Why is not this better naw then groning for loue,now 
att thoufociable,now art thou R gmeo : now art thou whae thou 
are,by art.as wellasby nature , for this driuveling loucis like a 

cat natural has runsiolling vp and downe to hide his bable 
inahole.. - 

Ben. Stop there, {top there. 

Mer. Thou defitelt meto ftopin my tale againft the haire. 

Bes, Thouwouldlt elfe hauc made thy tale large. 

Mer. Orhow art deceiwd,t would haue made ic fhort, for J 
was come tothe whole depth of my tale , and meantindced to 
occupie the argument no longer. 

Ro. Heeresgeodly geare. Enter Nur[e aud her wan, 
A Gayleya fayle. ) 

Mer. T wo two; 2 fhertand afmocke. 

Nur. Peter: 

Peter. Anon. 

Nur. My fan Peter. 

Aer. Good Peter tohide her face, for her fans the fairer face 

dvar, God ye goodmorrow Gentlemen. 


E 3 Mer. God 
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Mer. God ye goodden faite gentlewoman. 

Nur, Isit good den? 

Mer. T3s ao leffe [tell yee,forthe bawdie hand efthe dyal, 
is now vpon the prick of noone. . 

Nar. Out vpon you,whatamanateyour 

Ro, One gentlewoman,that God hath made,bimfelf to mat. 

WNwr. By my troth itis well faid for himfelfe to mar. quoth a? 
Gétleme caany of youtel me wher! may find the yong Romeo? 

Ro, 1 can tell you,but young Regmeo wiiibe older when yor 
haue found him, then he was when you fought him : i am the 
youngeft of that name, for fants ofa worfe. 

Nur. Youfay well. 


Mer Yeaisthe work wel,very wel took,ifaith,wilely,wiftly. 


Nor, Ifyou be he fir,] defire fome confidence with you. 

Ben. She will endite hint to forme fupper. 

Mer. Abaud,a baud,a baud. Se ho. 

Ro. Whathaftchoufound? __ 

Mer.No hare fir,vnleflea hare fir inalenten pie,tha tis fome- 
thing fale and hoare ere ir be fpent. | 
Anold hare hoare,and an old hare hoareis very good meatein 
jent. 


But a hare dhat is hore,is too much for afcore,when it horesere 


it be pene. 
Romeo,will you come to your fathers? weele to dinner thither. 

Roe. Twill follow you. 

(Mer, Farewell auncient Lady, farewell Lady, Lady, Lady. 

Exeunt, 

Nar. pray you fit, what fawcte merchant was thisthat was 
fo fall of his roperic? 

Ro, Agentleman Nurfe, that loues to heare himfelfe talke, 
and will {peake more ma minute,then hee willftand toe ina 
moneth. 

Nur. And afpeake any thing againft me, lle take him downe, 
anda were luftierthenheis , and twentie fuch Lacks: andif I 
cannor,ile finde thofe that thal! : feurtiic Knane, 1 am none 
of his flure gills,I am none of his skaines matessand thou mult 

ftand 


EE re TE ee ee ee ee ee ee eet 


a 


of Romeo and Tuber, 
fland byitoo ana futfér eucry knauc to vfe me at his plea. 


fure.. 

_ Pet, Tfam no man vie youar his pleafure:if Thad,my weapon 
fhuld quickly haue bin out: I warrang you, I dare draw affoone 
nach one man, if [fee occafion ina goodquarel,& the law ou 
my f 

Nar, Now afore God;] ain fo vext,thatevery part about me 
quivers, skutuie kaaue: pray you fira word: and as I told you, 
my young Lady bid me enquire youtout, what fhe bid me fay, I 
sleesy asia felfe:but firft lee me tell ye if ye fhould leade 
her ina fooles paradife,as they fay, it were a very grofle kind of 
behanioras they fay: forthe Gentlewoimanis yong: and there- 
fore, if you fhould deale double with her, truly it werean ill: 
thing to be offredto'ahy Gentlewomah,and very weake dea- 


Roni, Nurfe,comumend mc to thy Lady and Miftrefle,¥ pro- 
teft vinta thee. : 
Nur. Good heart,and yfaith I wil tel heras much: Lord Lord, 
fhe willbe a ioyfull woman. . 
Rog What wilt chou tell her Nurle? thou dooeft nor marke 


me? 

Nore Pwilltell her fir, chat youde prove, whidhasl takeit, 
is a.gentiemanlike offer. 
Ro.Bid tier devile (ome means to conterofhrift this afremoon, 
Andshere fhe fhall at Frier Lawrence Cell 
Béfhricued and married:here is for chy paines,. 

Nur. Notruly fir not apenay, 

Re, Goxoo,I tay you thal 

Nor, Thisafternoonefir,well the fhall be there. 

Ro, And ftay good Nurfe bchindeshe Abbey wali. 
Withinchishoure my. man fhall be with thee, 
And bring thee cordes made hike a tack!ed Rayre,. 
Which £6 tlie hizh ropgallant of my ioys 
Mutt be my comoyin che fecrer nintic,. 
Farewell be truflic,andile quit thy paines : 
Farewe), commend me to chy Milletle. 
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Nur. Now God in heauen bieffe thee,harke y oufir. 

Ro. What faift chou my deare Nurfe? 

Nar. Is your man fecret,did you nere here fay two may keep 
counfell putting on¢ away, 

Ro, Warrant thee my mansas true as fteele. 


Nar. Wellfirzmy Miltrefleis the (weeteft Lady, Lord,Lord, 


when twasa litle prating thing.O there isa Noble man in town 
one Paris that would faine lay knife aboord: but fhe good foule 
hadas lecue fee atode,a very tode asfee him : J anger her fome- 
times,and tell her that Pare is the properer man, but ile watrant 
you, when I fay fo,fhe lookes as paleas any clout in the verfali 
world, doth not Rofemarie and Romeo begin both with alet~ 
ter? 
Ro. INurfe,whatofthae? Both with anR. 

War. Amocker thats the dog, name 2. is for the no, I know 

it begins with fome other letter. and fhe hath the pretieft fen- 


tentiousofit,of you and Rofemarie,thar it would do you good 


go heare ir. 
Ro. Commend me to thy Lady, 
Nar. Ta choufandtimes Peter. 
‘Pet. Anon. 
Nur. Before and apace. 
Eue,. 
Enter Juliet. 
Iz, Theciocke ftrooke nine when I did fend the Nurfe, 
Tn halfe an houre fhe promifed to returnes 
Perchance fhe cannot meete him,thats not fo: 
Oh the is lame,loues heraulds fhould be thoughts, 
Which ten times falter glides then the Suns beamez, 
Driuing backe fhadowes ouer lowring hills. 
Therefore do nimble piniond doues draw loue, 
And therefore hath the wind fwift Cupid wings: 
Now isthe Sun vpon the highmoft hill, 
Of this dayesiourney,and trom nine till cwelue, 
Js there long houres,yet fheis not come, 


' Edad fre affections and warme youthfull blond, 


ss 


of Romeo and Iuliet. 


_ She would be asiwiftin motion asa ball, 
My words would bandie her to my {weete loue. 
24. Andhisto me,but old folks,many fam as they wer deady 
“Vnwieldic,(lowe,heauie,and pale as l¢ad. 
Enter Nuvfe. 
OGod fhecomes,d hony Nurfe what newes? 
Haft thou met with him? fend thy manaway. 
Nur. Peter {tay acthe gate. 
Ts, Now good fweete Nur/esO Lord,why lookeft thou fad? 
Though newes be fad,yettell them menily. 
¥fgood,thou fhameft the muficke offweete newes, 
By playing is to me,with fo fower a face. 
Nur. | amawearie,gine meleauea while, 
_Fichow my bones ake,what a jaunce haue I? 
Jw. Lwouldthou hadit my bones, and I thy newes: 
Nay come I pray thee fpeake,good good Nurfe fpeake. 
Nur. ctu what hafte,can younot ftay a while? 
Do younot fee that I amout of breath? + 

In. Flow art thou out of breath,when thou haft breath 

To fay to me, that thou a:t out of breath? 
The excufe thatrhan doeftinake in this delay, 
Is longer then the tale thou doeft exculé. 

Is thy newes good or bad? anfwere to that, 
Say either,and ale ftay the circumftance: 
Let me be fatisfied,ift cood or bad? 

Nur. Well,youhaue madeafimple choyfe , you know not 
howto chufea man :‘Romeo, nonot he though hisface be bers 
ter then any mans, yethisleg excels ailmens, and for a hand 
and a foote anda body,though they be nottobetalkeon , yet 
they are paft compare : he is not the flower of curtefie , burile 
watrant him,as gentle asa lamme : go thy wayes wench , ierte 
God. What haue you dinde at hame ? 

In, No,no.Bur allthis did I know before, 

What fayes he of ourmarriage what of that? 

Nur, Lord how my head akes,what a head hiue J: 

Ie beares as it would fallintwentiepecces, 
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My backatother fide,a my backe, my backes 

Befhrewe your heart for fending me about 

Tocatch my death with iaunfing vp and downe. 
Jn. lfaith Lam forrie that thouart not well. — 

Swecte,(weete,{weete Nurfe,tell me what fayes my loue? 
Nur. Your loue fayes like an honeft gentleman, 

Ana Courteous,and a kinde,and a handfome, 

And I warrant a vertuous,where is your mother: 


7u,Whereis my mother,why the is within, wher fhuld fhe be? 


How odly thou replicft: 
Your louefayes like an honeft gentleman, 
Where is your mother? 
Nur. O Gods lady deare, 
Are you fo hot, marriecome vp Itrow, 
Is this the poultis for my aking bones: 
Henceforward do your meflages your felfe. 
Ju. Heres fuch a coyle,come what faies‘R gmeo? 
Nar. Haue you got leauc to go to thrift to day? 
Jw, Lhaue, 
Nar. Then high you hence to Frier Lawrence Cell, 
There ftayes a husband to make you 4 wife: 
Now comes the wanton bloud vpin your cheekesy 
Theile be in (carler{traight at any newes: 
Hic youto Church,I muft an other way, 
To fetch a Ladder by the which your loue 
Mult climbe a birds neaft foone when it isda rke, 
I am thedrudge,and toyle in your delight: 
But you fhall beare the burthen oone at nighte 
Go ile to dinner,hie youto the Cell. 
Ink, Hie ro high fortune, honelt Nurfe farewell. 
Exeunt. 
Exter Frier and Romeo. 
Fri. So {mile the heauens vpon this holy act, 
That after houres,with forrow chide vs not. 
Ro. Amen, amen,butcome what forrow can, 
Tt cannot countetuaile the exchange of icy 


That 


_| 


of Romeo and luliet. 


That one fhort minute giues me in her fights 
Do thou butclofe our hands with holy words, 
Then loue-deuouring death do what he dare, 
Itis inough I may but call her mine. 

Fri. Thefe violent delights haue violent endes, 
And in theu triumph dic like fier and powder : 
‘Which as they kiffe confume. The fweeteft honey 
Is loathfome in his owne delicioufnefle, 

And inthe tafte confoundes the appetite. 
Therefore loue moderately,long loue doth fo, 
Too{wift arriues,as tardie as too flowe. 


Exter Tulier. , 

Here comes the Lady,Oh fo lighta foore 
Will nere weare out the euerlafting flint, 
A lower may beitride the goflamours, 
That ydeles in the wanton fommer ayrey 
And yet not fall,fo light is vanitie. 

dx. Good evento my ghoftly confeffor. 

Fri. Romeo thall thanke thee daughter for vs both. 
* In. Asmuchto him,elfe is his thankes too much. 

Ro, Ah Jniet,if che mealure of thy ioy 
Be heape like mine,and chat thy skill be more 
Toblafon it;chen fweeten with thy breath 
T his neighbour ayre and let rich mulicke tongue, 
Vofold the imagind happines that borh 
Receive in eitheryby chis deare.encounter, 

Jn. Conceit more rich in matter then in words, 
Brags of his fubftance,not ofornament, 
They are but beggers that can councthcir worthy 
But my true loue is growne to fuch excefle, 
J cannot fum vp {um of halfe my wealth. 

Fri, Come,come with me,and we will make fhort 
For by your leaues,you fhall not {tay alone, (workes 
Till holy Churchincorporate two in onc. 
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Enter Mercutio,Benuolio,azd men, 

Ben. I pray thee good Mercutio Jets retire, 
The day is hot,the Capets abroad : 

And if we meete we {hall not {cape abrawle, fornow thefe hot 
daies,is the mad bloedftirring. 

Mer.T houart like one of thefe fellowes, shat whenhe enters 
the confines ofa Tauerne, claps mehisfword vpon the table, 
and fayes, God fend me noneed of thee: and by the operation 
of the fecond cup,draws him on the drawer,when mdecd there 
isno need. : 

Ben. Am hkefuch a fellow? 

(Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a lackeintny moode as 
any in /tafe: and affoone moued to be moodie » and affoone 
moodie to be moued. 

Beu. And what too? 

Mer. Nay and there were two fach , we fhould haue none 
fhortly 5 for one would kill the other: thou,why thou wsle 
quare!l with a man that hath a haire more, ora haire leffein his 
beard,then thou haft : chou wilt quarel witha man for cracking 
Nuts, hauing no other reafon,but becaufe thow haft hafel eyes: 
what eye, bur fuch an eye wold fpie out fuch a quarrel?thy head _ 
is as fullofquarelles, as an egge is fall of meate, and yerthy 
head hath bene beaten as addleas an ope for quarelling: thou 
haft quareld with aman for coffing intheftreete , becaufe hee 
hath wakenedthy dogge'that hath laine afleep in the fun, Didft 
thou not fall out witha taylor for wearing hisnew doublet be- 
fore Eafter,with an other for tying his new fhooes with olde n- 
band;and yet thou wile turer me from quarelting? 

Ben, And I were (0 apt to quarellas thowart,any man fhould 

buy the fee-fimpie of my life for an houre and a quatter.. 
Mer. The fee-fimple,6fimple, 
Exter Tybalt,P ctruchio, and others, 
Ben. By my head here comes the Capaéets.. 
Mer. By my heeleI care not. 
Tybalt. Follow me clofe,for | will fpeake to them. 
Gentlemen;Good densa word with one of yeu, 


Mer 


of Romeo and lubet. 


Mer.And but one word with one of vs,couple it with fome- 
thingymake it a word and a blowe. 

Fb. Y ou thal find me aptinongh to that fir, and you wil giue 
me occafion. . 

Mercs. Could you not take fome occafion without gi- 
uing ? , 

Tyb. (Mercutiothou conforteft with Romeo. 

Mer, Confort,what doeft thou make vs Minftrels? and thou 
make Minftrels of vs,looke to hear nothing but difcords: heeres 
my fiddiefticke,heeresthat fhall make you daunce:zounds con- 

Ort. 

Ben, We talke herein the publike haunt ofmen: 
Either withdraw vnto fome priuate place, 
Orreafon coldly of your greeuances: 

Or eife depart, here all eyes gazconvs. 

Mer, Mens eyes were made to looke,and lec them gazes 

I will noe budge for no mans pleafure 1. 
Enter Romeo. 

Z76. Well peace be with you fir,here comes my man. 

Mer. Butile be haned fir ifhe weare your huerie: 
Martie 20 before to field, heele be your followers 
‘Your worfhipin'that fenfe may gall him man, 

Tyb. Romeo,the louc I beare thee,can affoord 
Wo betrer terme then this:thou art a villaine. 

Ro, Tybalt,the reafon that f hauc to louc theey 
Doth much excufe the appertaining rage 
Tofucha greeting :villaneamIncne. 
‘Therefore farewell,I fee thou knoweft me not. 

Ty’. Boy, this fhall notexcufe the imuties 
"F hat thou haft done me,therefore turne and draw- 

Ro. Ido proteft I nener iniuried thee, 

Batloue thee better then thon canft dewifes 


Till thou thale know thereafon of my loues 
And {9 good Capalet,which name I tender 
Asdearely as mine owne,be fatisfied. 
Ader. Ocalme,difhonourable,vile fubmiflion: 
F 3 Alla 
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eile pucathacarricsit away, = 
Tibal,you ratcarcher,will youwal ke? 

Tih, What wouldft chou haue with mee 

At. Good King of Cats, nothing but one of your nine liues, 
ghae I meane to make bold withall , andas you thail vie mee 
hereafter dric beate the reft of the eight. Will you plucke yous 
{word our of his pilcheg by the-eares? make hafte, leaft mir be 
about your eares ere it be out. 

7ib. Lamfor you. 

Rom, Getile Mercntio,put thy Rapier vp. 

Mer, Come fir,your Patlado, 

Roms, Diaw Benxetiobeate downe.cheit weapons, 
Gentlemen, for fhams forbeare this ontiage, 


-Tbalt <Mercutio,the Prince exprefly hath 


Forbid this bandying in Verona flreetes, 
Hold Pybate,good (Mercutio. 


afvay Tybate. 


Mer. Lam hurt. 
A plaguea both houfes,! am fped, 
Is he gone and hath nothing. 

Bea, What art thou hurt 2- 

‘Mer I,J, fcratch,afcratch marrie tisinouch, 
Where ismy Page?go villaine;fercha Surgion, 

Ro. Courage man,the hurt cannot be much, 

Mer. No tis not fo deepe asa well, norfo wideas a Church 
dooge;but tisinough,twill ferue:aske for me to morrow,and you 
fhali finde mea graue man, ‘1 am peppered I warrant, for this 
world,a plague a both your houlesdounds a dog, a rat,amoutes 
a cat,to{cratch a manto death: abraggart, arogue avillaine, 
that fights’by the beok of arithmatick, why the deulecaine you 
betweerie vse was hurt vnder your arme. 

Ro, Athoughtall for che bef, 

eter, Helpe me into fome houle Bennote, 


Or 


of Remeo and Iules.’ 
Or7 fhall fainesa plague both your honks, 
"Fhey haue made wormes meate ofme, 
Lhaue it,and foundly, to your houfes, 


Ro. This Gentleman the Princes nearealie, 
My very friend hath gov this mortal! hare 
lnmy behalfe, my reputation {taind 
Wich Tybaks launder, 7ybale that an houre 
Hath bene my Cozen,O (weete lnhes,, 

‘TF hy bewtie hathmade meeffeminate, 
Audin my temper foftned valours flecle. 


Enter Bertolio. 


Ben. G'Romeo, Remco sbraue CAerentio is dead, 
That -vailanr fpiriz hathrafpn‘d the Clowdes, 
Which too vntimely here did fcorne the earth. 

Ro.T his dayes blacke fateson mo daies doth deped, 
This but bezins,the wo others mult end. 

Ben, Were comes the furious Tybalt backe againe, 

Re. He ganinttaunph and Vercapio laine, 
Away to heatien,refpedtite lenities. 

Aid fier end finie,be my condufi now, 
Now Tybat take the villaine backe againe, 
"T hat late thou caueftme, for Afercatios foule 
Ec buta Letle way aboue our beads, 

Sraying for thine to kecpe him companie? 
Excher thou or ier both,muft go with hire. 

Ty. T how wretchedboy that didft céforc hum here, 
Shale with him hence. — 

ko. T histhall derermine that. 

Fhey Feght, Viale falles. 

Ben. Romeo,away be gone > 
The Citizens are vp,and Zak laine, 

Stand not amezed,the Prince wil doome theedcath, 
choy ax taken,hence be gone away, 


Exit 
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Re. Clam fortunes foole. 


| Ber, Why dott thou ftay? 


f ; Exit Romeo. 
Enter Citizens, 
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Citi, Which way ran he that kild AZercatie: 

Tybalt chat mutherer,which way ran he? 

Len, There hes that Tybak. 

Citi. Vp fir,go with me: 
X charge thee in the Princes nameobey. 

Enter Prince side Moumtague,Capulet, 
their wines and all. 

Prin. Whereare the vile beginners of this fray? 

Ben. ONoble Prince,t can difcouer alls 
The valuckie mannace of this farati brall, 
There lics the man flaine by young Rermeo, 
| ‘That flew thy kifman, braue Af eros. 
| Capa, Tybatemy Cozin,O my brothers child, 
162 © Prince, O Cozen, husband, O the blowd is {pild 
Of my deare kifman, Prince as thou art true, 
For bloud of ours, fhead bloud of Mountague. 
© Cozin,Cozin, 
136 Priz. Bennolio,who began this bloudic fray? 

Ben. Tybalt here lain; whom Romeos hand did flayy 
Romeo that {poke him faire,bid him bethinke 
How nice the quarell was,and vigd withall 
160 | Your high difpleafure all this vitered, 
With gentle breath, calinloek,knees humbly bowed 
Could not take truce with the varuly fplecne 


q Of Tybakt deafe to peace, but that he tilts 
164 With piercing {tcele at. bold Mercntios brealt 


Whio allas hot, turnes deadly poynt to poynt, 
And with a Martidll {comeswith one hand beates 
Cold death afide,and with the other fends 
168 Iubacke to Tybalt,whofe dexteritic 
Retortsie, Roweo hecriesaloud, 
Hold friends; fiends part,and fwifter then his tongue, 


His 


of Romeo and lulet. 


His aged arme beates downe their fatall poyntsy 
And twixe then rufhes, vnderneath whofe arme, 
An enuious thruft from Tac, hit the life 

Of ftouc Afercutio,and then Tybalt fled, 

Bur by and by comes backe to‘ Romeo, 

Who had but newly entertaind reuenge, 
Andtoote they go like lightning,for ere I 

Could draw to part them, was ftout Tybalt flaine: 
Andas hefell,did Romeo turne and flie, 

This isthe truth, or let Benxoho die. 

Ca. Wi. Heisakifman tothe Vorntague, 
Affe&tion makes him falfe, he fpeakes not true: 
Some twentie of them fought in this blacke {trife, 
And allthofe twentie could but kill one life. 

I beg for luftice which thou Prince mutt give: 
Romeollew Tybalt, Romeo mutt not hue. 

Prin. Romeo flew him,he flew Mercntse, 

Who tiow the price of his deare bloud doth owe. 

Capu. Not Romeo Prince;he was Mercutios friend, 
His fault concludes,but what the law fhould end, 
The life of Tybatt. 

Prin. And for that offence, 

Immediately we doexile him hencet 

J haueanintereft in your hearts proceeding: 

My bloud for your rude brawles doth lie a bleeding. 

Butile amerce you with foftrong afine, 

That y ou fhall all repent the lofle of mine. 

Tt will be deafe to pleading and excufes, 

Nor teares, nor prayers fhall purchafe out abules. 

Therefore vfe none, let Romeo hence in haft, 

Elfe when he is found,that houre is his laft. 

Beare hence this body,and attend our will, 

Maercic but marders,pardoning thofe that kill. 
Exit. 

Enter lulieralone. 
Gallop apace,you fiesic tee 
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Towards Phabus lodging,fuch awagoner 

As Phaetan would whip youto the weft, 

And bring in clowdie night immediately. 
Spread thy clofe curtaine loue-performing night, 
That ruanawayes eyes may wincke,and Romeo 
Leape to thefe armes,vntalkt of and vafeene, 
Louers can fee to do their amorous rights, 

And by their owne bewties,or if loue be blind, 
ht beft agrees withnight,come ciuill night, 

T hou foberfured matron allin blacke, 

And learne me how toloofe a winning match, 
Plarde for a paire of ftainleffe maydenhoods. 
Hood my vnmand bloud bayting in my cheekes, 
With thy blacke mantle, till ftranze loue grow bold, 
Thinke truc loue acted fimple modeflie: 

Come night,come Xomeo,come thou day in night, 
For thou wilt lie vpon the wingcs of night, 

Whiter then new {now vpona Rowenta ie 
Come gentle night, come louing black browd nighe, 
Give me my ‘Reweo,and when I thall die, 

Take him and cut him out in little (tarres, 

And he will make the face of heauen {0 fine, 

That all the world wil! bein Joue with night, 

And pay no worfhip to the garifh Sun. 

O Lhaue bought the manfion ofa loue, 

But not pofleft it,and shough I am fold, 

Not yet enioyd,fo tedious is this day, 

Asisthe night before fome (eftinall, 

Toan impatient child chat hath new robes 

And may not weare them.O here comes my Nurfe. 


Exter Nuve with cords. 
And the brings newes, and every congue that fj peaks 
But Xomeos name, {peakes heauen!y eloquence: 
Now Nurfe,what newes: what haft thou there, 
The cords that R omeo bid thee fetch? 


of Romeo and Iubet. 
Nur. 11, the cords. 
Ju. Aymewhat newsewhy doft thou wring thy hads¢ 
Nur, A weraday,hees dead, hees dead,hces dead, 
Weare vndone Lady, we are vndone. 
Alack the day,hees gone,hees kild,hees dead, 
Jw. Can heauen be fo enuious? 
Nar, Romeocan, 
Though heauencannot O Romeo, Romeo, 
Who euer would have thoughrit Romeo? 
Ju. What diuell art thou that doft rorment me thas? 
T hus torture fhould berored in difmall hell, 
Hath Romeo laine pimfelfe? fay thou buc I, 
And that bare vowell I fhall poy fon more 
Thenthe death arting eye of Cockatrice, 
Jam norlI,ifthere be fuchan I. 
Or thofe eyes fhot,that makes thee anfwere Iz 
If he be {laine fay Lor ifnot,no. 
Briefe,founds, determine my weale or wo. 
Nar. [faw the wound,] fawit with mine eyesy 
God {auc the marke here on hismanly breft, 
A piteous coarle,a bloudie piteous coarfe, 
Pale, pale as afhes,all bedawbdein bloud, 
Allin goare bloud,| founded atthe fight. 


J« O break my hart,poore banckrout break at once’. 


To prifon cyes,nere looke onlibertie. 
Vile earth too earth refigne,end motion here, 
And thou and Romeo preile on heauie beare. 
Nur. O Tybalt, Tybalt,the belt friend I hady 
O curteous77644,honelt Gentleman, 
That euer I fhould liue to fee thee dead. 
Iz, Wharftorme ts this that blowes fo contrarie? 
Is Romeo flaughtrede and is 7 ybalt dead? 
My deareft Cozen: and my dearer Lord. 
Then dreadful! Trumpet found the generall doome, 
For who is liuing,if thofe esate gore? 


Nur, Tybalt 
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Nur. Tybaltis gone and Romeo banithed, 
Romeo that kild him he is banifhed. 

Jul. O God,did Remeos hand fhead Tibaks bloud? 
Ic did,it did,alas the day,it did. 

Nar. O ferpent heart, hid with aflowring face. 

Iw. Did cuer draggonkecepe fo faire a Cauc? 
Bewrifullcirant,fiend angelicall : 
Rauenous douefeatherd raué,woluifhrauening lamb» 
Defpifed fubftance of diuineft fhowe: 
Tuft oppofite towhat thouiuftly feem f, 
A dimme faint,an honourable villaine: 
O nature what hadft thou to do ia hell 
When thou didft bower the (pirit ofa fiends 
In mottall paradife of {uch fweete fleth? 
Was cuer booke containing fuch. vile matter 
So fairely bound? 6 that deceit fhould dwell 
In fucha gorgious Pallace. 

Nar, Theres no truft,no faith, no honeftiein men, 
All periurde,allforfworne,all naughrall diflemblers,. 
Ah wheres my man?giue me (ome Aqua-vitz: 
Thefe griefs,thefe woes, thefe forrows make me old, 
Shame come to fomec. 

Ju. Blifterd be thy tongue 
For fuch a with he was not borne to fhames 
V pon his brow fhameis afham’dtofie: — 

For tis athroane where honour may becrownd - 
Sole Monarchof the vniuerfal careh. 
O what a beaft was I to chide at him? 

Nar. Wilyou {peak wel of him that kild yourcozin? 

J, Shall I fpeake ill of him chatis my husband ? 
Ah poormy lord, what ronguc fhal fmooth thy name; 
When I thy three houres wife haue manglediz? 

But wherefore villaine didft thou killmy Cozin? 
That villaine Cozin would haue kild my husband: 
Backe foolifh teares,backe to your natiue {pring, 
Your eributarie drops belong to woe, 


Which 


of Romeo and Iuliet. ILLii. 
Which you miftsking offer vp to joys 404 
My husbandJiues thae Tybalt would haue flaine, 
And Tyéaits dead that would haue flain my husband : + 
Allthis is comfort,wherefore weepe I then? 
Sonte word there was,worfer then Tybats death 108 + 


That murdred me,! would forget it faine, 
Bur chit preffes ¢o my memoric, 
Like damned guiltie deeds to finners mindes, 
Tybalt is dead and Romeo banithed: 
T hat banifhed,that one word banifhed, 112 
Hath flainecen thouland Tybalts:T ybalts death — 
Was woe inoughifit had ended there : 
Or if fower woe delights in fellowfhip, 116 
And needly will be ranckr with other ericfes, : 
Why followed not when the faid Tyealts dead, 
Thy father orthy mother,nay or both, 
Which moderne lamentation might haue moued, 120 
Bur with areareward following Tybatts death, 
Romeo is banithed :to {peake that werd, 
Is father, mother, 7724, Reso, lulier, 
All flaine.all dead: Romeo is banifhed, 124 
There isno end,no limit,meafure bound, 
Inchat words deazh,no words can that woe found. 
Whereis my father and my mother Nu rfe? 

"Nar. Weepingand wayling ouer TZ} ybalis courle, | 228 
Will you goto them? I will bring you thither. 

In. Wath they his wounds with teares? nine fhail be 
When theirs are drie, for Rormeos banithment. (fpent, 
Takevpthole cordes,poore ropes youare beguilde, 132 
Both you and I for Romeo is exilde: 
He made youfor ahighway to my bed, 
But La maide,die maiden widowed. 
Come cordes,come Nurfe,ite romy wedding bed, 138 + 
And death not Romeo,take my maiden head. 

Nor. Hie to your chamber,|le finde Romeo 


Tocomfort you,I wot well where he is: - 
G 3 Harke 
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Hartke ye,your Romeo will be here at night, 
Te to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 
dx, O find him,giue this ring to my true Knighe, 
And bid him: come,to take his laft farewell. — 
‘ Exit. 
Enter Frier and Romeo. 


Fri. Romeo come forth.come forth thou fearefull many 
Affliction is enamourd of thy parts: 
And thou are wedded tocalamitic. 

Ro, Father what newes?whatis the Princes doome? 
What forrow cfaues acquaintance at my hand, 
That I vet know not2 

Fri, Too farviliar 
Is my deare fonns with fuch fowre companie? 
I bring thee tidings ofthe Princes doome. 

Ro. What leflc chen doomesday is the Princes doome ? 

Fri. A gentieriudgement vanitht from his lips, 
Not bodies death, but bodies banifhment. 

Rom, Ha, banifhment? be mercifull, fay death: 
For exile nath more terror in his looke, 
Much more then death,do not fay banifhment, 

Frt, Here from Verona ast thou banithed: 
Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

Ro. There is no world without Verona walls, 
But purgatorie,torture, hell itfelfe: 
Hence banifhed,is blanifht from the world, 
And worlds exile is death. T hen banithed, 
Is death, mifterind, calling death banithed, 
Thou cutft my head off witha golden axe, 
And fmileft vpon the froke chat murders me, 

Fri, O deadly fin,o mde vathankfulnes, 
Thy faule our Jaw calls death, bue the kind Prince 
Taking thy part,hath sufhe afide the law, 
And turnd that blacke word death te banifhment. 


ef Romeo and Iulet. 


"This is deare mercic,and thou feeft it noe. 
Ro. Tis torrare and not mercie,heauen is here 
Where daset liues.znd every cat and dog, 
And litle moufe;cuery vnwerthy thing 
Liue here in heauen,and may looke on her, 
Bue Romzomay not.More validitie, 
More honourable itateymore courtthip liues 
In carrion flies,then R gaveo:they may feaze 
Onthe white wonder of deare Jeers hand, 
And fteale immortall bleffing from hee lips, 
Who cuenin pure and veftall modeRic 
Still blush,as thinking their owne kiffes fin. 
This may flycs do, when I from this mutt flie, 
And fayeft thou yet,that exile is not death? 
Bur Romeo may not,he is banifhed. 
Flies may do chis,bur { from this muft flies 
They are freemen.but I am bamithed. 
Had thou no poyfon mixt, no fharpe ground knife, 
Wo fudden meane of death, though nere fo meane, 
Bur banifhed to kil! me:Banifhed? 
O Frier,the damned vfe thas word in hell: 
Howling attends it,how haft chou the heart 
Being a Diuine,a ghoftly Confeflor, 
Afin obfoluer,and my friend profeft, 
To mangle me with that word banifhed? 
Fri. Then fond mad man, heare mea little {peakee 
Ro. Othouwilt {peakeagaine of banifhment. 
Frs. We gine thee armour to keepe off that words 
Aduerfities (weete milke, Philofophie, 
Toconrfort thee though thou art banifhed. 
Ro. Yetbamfhed?hang vp philofophie, 
V oleffe Philofophie can make a Julver, 
Difplant atowne,reverfe a Princes doome, 
Ac helpes not, it preuailes not ,calke no more: 
Fri. Othen | fee,that mad man hauc no cares. 


Re. How thould they when that wile saen haue no eyes. 
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The moft lamentable Tragedie 
Fri. Let me difpute with thee of thy eftate. 
Ro. Thou cantt not {peak of that thon doft not feele, 
Wertthouas young as I,/#éet thy loves 


~ Anhoure but married, 7yhae murdered, 


Doting like me,and like me banifhed, 
Then mighteft thou ipeake, 
Then mightit thouteare thy hayre, 
And fall vpon the ground asI do now; 
Taking the mealure of an vninade grauc. 
: Emer Nurfe,and kuocke. 

Fri, Arife one knocks,good Romeo hide thy felfe. 

Ro. NotI, vnleflethe breath of hartftcke grones, 
Myft-like infold me from the fearch of eyes, 

_ Theyknocke. 
Fri.Hark how they knock(whofe there) Roce arife, 


_ Thouwilebe taken,ftay a while,ftand vp, 


Stud knock, 
Runto my ftadie by and by,Gods will 
What fimplenesisthis? I come! come. 
Knuocke. 
Who knocks fo hard?whéce come you? whats your will? 
Enter Nurfe. 
Ner. Let me comein,and you fhal know my errant: 
Tcome from Lady Juéiee, 
Fri. Welcomethen. 
Nur. Oholy Frier,O tell me holy Friers 
Wheres my Ladyes Lord?wheres Romeo? 
Fri. There on the ground, 
With his owne teares made drunke. _ 
Nur. Oheis euenin my miftrefle cafe, 
Suftin hercafe, O wofull fimpathy: 
Pitious prediccament,euen fo lies fhe, 
Blubbring and weeping,weeping and blubbring, 
Stand vetlaad vp.ftand and you be a man, 
For Juhets fake, for her fake rife and {tand: 
Why fhould you fallinto'fo deepe an O? 
| Row, Nurle. Nur. Ah 


of Romeo and Tuber. 

Nar. Abfir.ah fir,deaths the end ofall. 

Ro, Spakeft thow of Jwéer?how is it with her? 
Doth not fhethinke me an old murtherer, 

Now I haueftaind the childhood of our ioy, 
With bloud removed, bur little fom her owne? 
Where is fhe¢and how doth fhetand what fayes 
My conceald Lady to our canceld louc? 
Nur. Oh fhe fayesniothing fir,but weeps artd weeps, 
And now falls onher bed, and then ftarts vp, 
And Tybak calls,and then on Romeo cries, 
And then downe falls againe. 

Ro. Asif that name fhot from the deadly leuell ofa gan, 
Did murther her, as that names curfed hand 
Maurderd her kinfman.Oh cell me Frier,tell me, 

In what vile part of this Anatomie 
Doth my name lodge?Tell methat I may facke 
The batefull manjion. 
Fri. Hold thy defperate hand: 
Arttthovuaman?thy forme criesout thou art: 
Thy teares are womanith,thy wild atts deuote 
The vnreafonable furie of a beat. 
‘Vnfeemely woman ina feeming tan, 
And ilbefeeming beaftin feeming both, 
Thou haft amaz'd me. By my holy order, 
I thought chy difpofition better tem perd. 
Haft thou flaine Tyaé?2 wilt thon fley thy felfe2 
And fley thy Lady, that in thy life liess 
By doing damned hate vpon thy felfe? 
Why rayleft thou on thy bisthche heauen and earth? 
Since birth,and heauen, andearth all chree domect, 
In thee at once,which thou at once wouldft Ioofe. 
Fic, fic, chou fhameft thy thape,thy loue,thy wit, 
Which hkea Vfurer aboundft in ali: 
And vielt none in that true vie indeed, 
Which fhou'd bedecke thy fhape,thy loue,thy wits 
Thy Noble thape is buta forme of waxes pepe 
H Digzedling 
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Digreffing from the vatour ofa many py 
Thy deare louefworne hur hollow periurie, — 
Killing that loue which thou halt vowd to cherifh, 
Thy wit, that ornament,to fhapeand lovey 
Mifhapenin the conduét ofshem both: 
Like powder ina skilleffe fouldiers flaske, 
Is fet afer by thine owne ignorance, 
And thou difinembred with thine owne defence, 
What rowle thee man,thy /ser is aliue, 
For whofe deare fake thou waft but lately dead. 
There arc thou happie,776a/z would kill thee, 
But thou flewett 77424, thereart thou happic 
The law that ehreatned death becomes thy friend, 
And turnes it to exile, there are thou happie. 
A packe of bleffings light vpon thy backe. 
Elappines courts thee inher beft array, 
But like a mifhaued and fullen wench, 
Thou puts vpthy fortune and thy loue: 
Take heede,take heede,for frch die miferable, 
Go get thee to thy loue as was decreed, 
A fcend her chamber, hence and comfort her: 
Butlooke thou ftay not till the watch be fee, 
For then chou cantt not pafle to AZantua, 
Where thou fhalt liue.ill we can find atime - 
To blaze your marriage,reconcile your friends, 
Beg pardon of the Prince and call thee backe, 
Withtwentie hundred thoufand-times mote ioy 
Then thou wentft forth in Jamentation,. 
Go before Nurfescommend me to thy Lady, 
And bid her haften all che boufe fo bed, 
Which heauie forrow makes them APE Wildy. 
Komeois comming. 
_ Nar. O Lord, P could hane ftaid hereallthe night; 
‘To heare good-counfell, oh what learning iss 
My Lord, ile tell my Lady you willcome.. 
Ke. Do fo, and bid my {weete prepare to chide. : 
Nur, Here 


| af Romeo and Iukiet. 
Nur. Here fir,a Ring the bid me gie you fir? 
Hie you,make haft, for it growes very lace. 
Ro. How well my comfort is reuiu’d by this. 
FriGo héce,goodnight &&here{tands al your fates 
Either be gone before the watch befet, 
Or by the breake of day difguife from hence; 
Soiourne in Mantwa,ile find out yout man, 
And he thall fignifie fromtime to time, 
Euery good hap to you that chaunces here: 
Giue me thy hand;tis late, farewell, goodnight, 
Ro. But that aioy paftioy callsout onme, 
Ie were a griefe,fo briefeto part with thees 
Farewell. 
Exenit. 
Enter ola Capulet,his wife and Paris. 
Ca. Things haue falne out fir fo valuckily, 
That we haue had no tirae to moue our daughier, 
Looke you, fhe lou’d herkinfman Téa dearely 
And fo did I. Well we were borne to dic. 
Tisvery late,fhecle not come downeto night: 
1 promife you, but fer your companie, 
1 would haue benea bedan houre ago. 
Paris. Thefe times of wo affoord no times to woos? 
Madam goodnight,commend me to your daughter. 
La. Lwill,and know her mind early to morrow: 
Tonight thees mewed vp to her heauines. 
(a. Sit Paris, will make adefperate tender 
Of my childeslowe:] thinke fhe will merulde 
In all refpeéts by me:nay more, doubtit not. 
Wife go you to her ere you 0 tobed, 
Acquaint her here, ofmy fonne Paris lou, 
And bie her,marke you me? on wend{day next 
But foft,whar day is this? 
‘Pa. Monday my Lo 
Ca, Monday,haha,well wend{day is too foone 
Ahurfday let ubeya thurfday ae is 
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She fhall be married to this noble Earle: 
Will you be ready?do you like this hafte? 
Well,keepe no great ado,a friend orewo, 
For harke you,7 y5aé being flainefo late, 
Tt may be choughe we held him carelefly 
Being our kinfmaayif we revel] much: 
Therefore weele haue {ome halfe a doozen friends, 
And there an end,but what fay youto Thurfday? 

Paris, My Lord,I would that churfday were to morrow. 

Ca. Wellgeryou-gone.a T hurfday be it then: 
Go you to Jeéet exe you go to bed, 
Prepare her wife,apainft this wedding day. 
Farewell my Lozd,light omy chamber ho, 
Afore mee,itisfo very late that wee may call it early by and by 
Goodnight. 

Exe iid. 
Evuter Romeo end luliet alofe. 

Tx. Wale thou be gonezIt is not yet neateday : 
It was the Nightingale,and not the Larke, 
That pierlt the fearcfull hallow of thine eare, 
Nightly the fingson yond Pomegranet tree, 
Belceue me loue,it was the Nightingale. 

‘Rom. It was the Larke the berauld of the morne, 
No Nightingale,loeke love what envicus {treakes 
Do lace the feuering cleudes in yonder Eaft; 

Nights candles are burnt out,and.iocand day 
Stands tipto onthe myftie Mountaine tops, 
I muft be gone and hue,or {tay and die. 

Ig. Yond light isnot daylight,] knowit I; 

Tt is forme Meteor that the Sus exhale, 
Tobetothecthisnighta Torch-bearer, 

And light chee onthy way ta 4¢evtea. 
Therefore {tay yet,thou needft not to be gone. 
- Ra. Letme be tane,let me be put to death; 
Fam content,fo thon wilt haue into. 

Uc fay yon gray:isnotthe the mornings eye, 


Tis. 


of Romea and Juliet. 

Tis but the pale reflex of Cinthias brow. 

Wor thatis not the Larke whofe noatesdo beate 

T he vaultie heaven fo high aboue our heads, 

Thaue more care to {tay then willtogo: 

Come death and weicome,/aéet willsit fo. 

How ilt my foule? lees salke it is not day. 
In. Ie is,itisyhichence be gone away: 

Fis the Larke that fings fo owt of tune, 

Straining harfh Difcords,and vnpleafing Sharpes. 

Some fay, the Larke makes {weete Divifion: 

This dosh not fo : for the diutdeth vs, 

Some fay the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes, 

O naw} would they had changd voycestoo: 

Since arme fromarme that voyce dothvs affray, 

Hunting thec hence,with Hunsfup to the day. 

© now be gone,more light and bgheit growes. 
Romeo. More light and light, more darke and dake our 


woes. 
Enter Al adaroe and Nurfe, 
Nur. Madam, 
Ju, Wurle. 


_ Nar-Your Lady Motheris-cligiingto your chabers 
The day is broke,be wary,!ooke about. 
Ivh, Then window ler day in, andes life our. 
Ro, Farewe!l,farewell,one kifle and Le defeend.. 
In. Arcthou gone fo loue,Lord,ay husband,friend 

1 muttheare from thee every day inthe houte, 

For ina minute there are many dayes, 

Oby this count I fhall be much im yearess 

Ere [ againe behold my Komeo. 

Rom, Farewell: 

J willorsit no opportunitie, 

That may conuey my greetings love to thee. 
Ee. Othink{t chou we fhali cuer meere againe* 
Kou. I doubr it not,and all thefe woes fhall ere 

For flweete difcourfes in our aust tO COMIC 
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The moft lamentable Tragedie 

Ro.O God I haue anill diuining foule, 
Methinkes I feethee now,thou art folowe, 
Asonedead in the bottome of a tombe, 

Either my eye-fight failes,or thou lookeft pale. 

Roms, Andtruft me loue,in my eye fo do you: 
Drie forrow drinkes our bloud, Adue,adue. 

Exit. 

Is, © Fortune,Fortuye,all men calithee fickle, 
Jf thou art fickle, what doft chou with him 
'T hat is renowmd for faithzbe fickle Fortune: 

For then 1 hope thou wile not keepe himlongy 
Bur fend himbacke, 
Enter Mother. 

da, Fo daugheer,are you vpz 

Jn, Who ift that calls? leis my Lady mother, 
Is fhe not downe fo late or vp fo early? 

What vnaccuftomd caufe procures her hither 

La. Why how new Juhet? 

Ia. Madam 1 am not well. 

La. Euermore weeping for your Cozens desth? 
What wilt thou wafh him from his graue with teares? 
Andif thaucould{t,thoucould{t not make him hue: 
T herfore haue done,fome griefe fhews much of joue, 
But much of greefe,fhewes full fome want of wit, 

Ju, Yer let me weepe,for fucha feeling lofle. 

La. So fhall you feele the lofle,but not the friend 
Which you weepe for. 

Jw. Feeling fo the loffe, 

I cannot chufe but euer weepe the friend, 
La.Wel gyrle,thou weepft not fo much for his death? 
As that the villaine lines which flaughterd him. 

Ja, What villaine Madam? 

La. That fame villaine R owe. 

In, Villaineandhe be many milesa funder: 
God padon,I do with all my heart: 

And yet no man like he,doth preeue my heart. 
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of Romeo and Iuliet, 


La, Thavis becauf the Traytor murderer lines, 
Jn. 1 Madam fromthe reach of thefe my hands: 
Would none bur! might venge my Cozens death, 
La. We will haue vengeance for it, feare thownot, 
‘Then weepe nomore,[le fend to onsin ALanteeds 
Where that fame bannifherunnagstedoth liue, 
Shall give him fuch an vnacenftemd dram, 
That he thall foonekeepe 7ybaé companies 92 
And then I hope thou wile be fatisfied. 
Is. Indeed I neuer fhall be fatisfied 
Wich Rorzeouill i beholdhim. Dead 
Is my poore heart fo for a kinfman vext: 26 
Madam if you could findout butaman 
To beare a poyfon,I would temper it: 
‘That Romeo fhould vpon seceit thereof, 
Soone fleepe in quies. O how my heart abhors 700 
Toheare him namde and cannot come to him, 
Towreske the loue I bore my Cozen, 
V pon hts body that hath flaughterd him. 

4%. Find thou the means.and He find fuch a man, log 
But now ile telithec ioyfull tidings Gyrle. 

Iz, And,ioy comes well in fach a needie times 
Whatare they, befecch your Ladyfhip?: 

At. Well,well,¢hou haft acarefull father child,. 108 
One who to put thee from thy heauines, 
Hath forted out a fudden day ofioy, 

F hat chouexpets not,nor | locket nat for, 
Je, Madarain happie time, what day is tac? 712 t 
AZ, Miartie wy childyearly nexe T hurfday morne, 

The gallant young,and Noble Gentleman, 

The Countie Pazis at Saint Peters Church, 

Shall happily make thee there a ioyfull Bride. 1164 
iw. Now,by S. Peters Church and Peter too, 

He thall not make me there aioyfull Bride. 

T wonder at this hafte,rhat 1 mult wed 

Ere he that frould be husband comes to wooe: sees 1204 
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The moft lamentable Tracedie 
J pray you tellmy Lord and father Madam, 
3 will not marrieyet,and when I do, | fweare 
It fhait he Romeo,whom you know [hate 
Rathes chen Pars, thele are newes indeed, 
CM, Here comes your father,tell him fo yourfelfe: 
And fee how he will take it ae your hands, 
Enter Capulet and Nurfe. 
Ca. Whenthe Sun fers, the earth doth diifle deaw, 
Bur for the Sunfer of my brothers fonne, 
Icrains downright. Low now a Conduit girle,what fill in tears 
Eucrmore fhowring in one litle body? 
Thou countefaits.A Barke,a Sea,a Wind: © 
For {till chy eyesywhich [ may call the fea, 
Do ebbe and fiowe with teares;the Barke thy body is: 
Sayling in this alt loud, the windes thy fighes, 
Who raging with thy teares and they with them, 
Without afadden calme will ouerfee 
Thy tempelft toffed body. How now wife, 
Haue you delinered to her our decree? 
La. Ufir,but fhe will none, fhe giue you thankes,— 
I would the foole were married to her graue. 
Ca. Soft take me with you, take me with you wife, 
How will fhe none? doth the not gine vs thanks? 
Is the not proud?doth fhe noe count her bleft, 
Vaworthy as fheis.chat we haue wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bride? 
4a. Not proud you have,but thankful that you haue: 
Proud can 1 newer be of what I hate, 
But thankfali even for hare,that is meant loue. 
C4.How,how,;howhow,chopt lodgick,what is this? 
Proud and | chanke you,and I chanke you not, 
And yet not proud miflreffe minion you? 
Thanke me no thankings,nor proud me no protdsy. 
But fettle your fine loynts gainft T hurfday: next, 
To gowith Patis to Saint Perers Churehs 
OI will drag thee ona hurdte thither. 


of Romeo and Tuliet. TILv. 


Out you greene ficknefle carrion,out you baggage, 
You tallow face. | 
La. Fie, fie,what are you mad? 
In. Good Father,I befeech youon my knees, 
Heare me with patiencesbut to {peakea word. 160 
Fa. Hang thee young baggage,difobedient wretch, 
I tell chee what,get thee to Church a Thurfday, 
Or never after looke mein the face. 
Speake not,teplie not,do not anfwere me. 14 * 
My fingers itch,wife, we {carce thought vs bleft, 
That God had lent vs but this onely childe, 
But now I {ee this oncis one too much, 
And that we hauea curfe in hauing her: 168 
Out on her hilding. 
_ Nur. God in heauen bleffe her: 
You are to blame my Lord torate herfo. 
Fa.And why my Lady wifdome,hold your tongue, 
Good Prudence {matter,with your goflips go. 124 
Nur. [fpeake no treafon, 
Father,6 Godigeden, 
May not one fpeake? 
Fa. Peace you mumbiing foole, 
Vitter your grauitie are a Gofhips bowles; ' 
For here we need it not. 116 
_ Wi, Youaretoo het. 
Fa. Gods bread, it makes me mad, 


Day,night, houre,tide,time,worke,play, 

Alone incompanic, till my care hath bene 

To hauc her matcht,and hauing now provided 180 
A Gentlemanofnoble parentage, 

Of faire demeanes,youthfulland nobly liand, t 

Stuft as they fay with honourable parts, 

Proportiond as ones thought would witha man, 134 


And then to haue a wretched puling fooles 

A whining mammer;io her foruines tender, 

Toanfwere,ile not wed, 1 cannot loue: 

Tamtoo youngsl pray you ete me. But 188 
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But and you wiil not wed, ile pardon you. 

Graze where you will, you hall not houfe with me, 

Looketoo’, thinke on’t, I do not vie to ieft, 

Thurfday is neare, lay band on hare, aduife, 

And yoube mine, ile gine youto my friend, 

And you be not,hang,beg,ftarue, dye inthe ftreets, 

For by my fouleile nere acknowled gethee, 

Nor what is mine fhall neuer do thee good: 

Truft too’t, bethinke you, ile not be forfworne. 

Exit, 

7a. Isthere no pittie fitting in the cloudes 

That {ees into the bottome of my greefe? 

O (weet my Mother cait me not away, 

Delay this marriage fora month, a weeke, 

Orifyou do not, make the Bridall bed 

In that dim Monument where Tibal hies. 

Afo, Talke not to me, for ile not {peake a word, 
Doas thou wilt,for I haue done with thee. 

Exit. 

Ju. O God, 6 Nurfe, how fhail this be preuented? 
My husband is on earth my faith in heauen, 

How hall thar faith returne againe to earth, 
Vnileffe that husband fend it me from heauen, 

By leauing earth? comfort me, counfaile me: 
Alack, alack, that heauen fhould pradtife ftratagems 
Vpon (a foft a fubic& as my felfe. 

What fayft thou, haft thou not a word of ioy 2 

Some comfort Nurfe, 

Nur, Faith here itis, Romeois banithed and all the world to 
That he dares nere come back to challenge you: (nothing, 
Or if he do, it needs mutt be by ftealth. 

Then fince the cafe fo flands as now ie doth, 
I thinke it beft you married with the Countie, 
O hees alouely Gendeman: 

Roms a difhclout to him, an Eagle Madem 
Hath not fo greene, fo quick, fo faire an eye 
As Paris hath, beShrow my very hare, 


of Romeo and Iuhet. 
Ithinke you are happie in this fecond match, 
For it excels your firft,or ifit did not, 
Your firlt is dead,or twere as good he were, 
Asliuing here,and youno vfe of him. 
In, Speak thou trom thy heart? 
Ner, And from my foule too, elfe befhrew them both. 
Ja. Amen. 
Nar, Whar? 
Iu. Well thou haft comforted me marucllous much, 
Goin,and tell my Lady [ am gone, 
Hauing difpleai’d my father,to Laurence Cell, 
Tomake confelsion,and ta be obfolu’d. 
Nar. Martic I will,and thisis wifely done. 
Ie, Auncient damanation.6 moft wicked fiend, 
Is it more fin ro wilh me thus forfworne, 
Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame tongue, 
Which fhe hath praifde him with aboue compare, 
So many thoufand times? Go Counfellor, 
Thou and my bofome henceforth thall be ewaine: 
Tle to the Frier to know his remedie, 
If all elfe faile,my felfe have power to die. 
Exit. 
Enter Frier and Conntie Paris, 
Fri. On Thurfday fir: the timeis very fhore. 
Par, My Father Capudet will haue it fo, 
And J amnothine flow to flacke his hafte. 
Fri, You fay you do not know the Ladies minde: 
Vneuenis the courfes! hke it not. 
Par. Ymmoderately the weepes for Tyéalts dearhy 
And therefore hauc I little talke of loue, 
For Venus {miles not ina houfe of teares. 
Now fir,her father counts it daungerous 
That fhe do guue her forrow fo much fway: 
Andin his wiledome haftes our marriage, 
Toftop the inundation of her teares. 
Which coo much minded by her felfealone 


May be put from herby ae 
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Now do you know the reafon of this hafte. 


Fri, 1 would I knew not why it fhould be flowed.. 


Eooke fir,here comes the Lady toward my Cell. 
Enter Vuliet, 
Pa, Happily met my Lady and my wife. - 
Ju, That may be fir,when I may. be a wife. 
Pa, That may be,muft be loue,on T hurfday next. 
Iw. What mutt be fhal! be. 
Fri, Thatsa certaine text. 
Par, Come you to make confeffion to this Father 2 
Js. Toaunfwere that, I fhould confeffe te you., 
Pa. Donot denie to himsthat you loue me. 
In, I will confeffe to you that I loue him. 
Par. So will ye,lamfure that youloue me, 
Is. Vf Tde fo, it will be of more prices 
Being {poke behind your backe, then to your face.. 
Par. Poot foule thy faceis much abufde with tears. 
Jn, The teares have got {mall victorie by thar, 
For it was bad inough before theit fpight. 


Pa. Thou wrongft it more then tears with that report 


Ja, Thatisno flaunder fir,which is arruth, 
And what I fpake,! fpake it to my face. 
Pa. Thy face is mine,and chou haft flandredit. 
Jn. Temay be fo,for itis nor mine owne. 
Are youat leifure,holy Father now, . 
Or fhall Icometo you ateuening Mafle? 
Fri, My leifure-ferues me penfiue daughter now, 
My Lord.we muft entreate the timealone. 
Par. Godfhield,t thould difturbe deuotion, 
Luhet,on Thurfday early will lrowfe yee, 
Till then adue,and keepe this holy kiffe. 
Exit. 
Ix. O thutthe doore,and when thou haft donc fo, 
Come weepe with me,paft hope, paft care,paft help. 
Fri, Q Iabet Valveady know thy greefe, 
Te ftraines me paft the compafle of my wits, 
Lheatethoumuft,and nothing may prorogue it, 


of Romeo and Iutiet. 
On Thurfday next be married tothis Counrie. 
_ Ia, Tell me not Frier,that thou hearef? of this, 
Valeffe thou tell meshow I may prevent it: _ 
Tfin thy wifedome thou canft giue no helpey 
Do thou but call my refolution wife, — 
And with this kaife ile helpeitprefencly, 
Godioynd my heart,and R omeos thou our hands 
Andere this hand by thee to Romeos feald: 
Shall bethe Labelfto an other deed, 
Or my true heart with trecherows revolt, 
Turnc toan other, this thall {ley them both: 
Therefore out of thy long experienft time, 
Giue me fome prefent counfeil,or behold 
Twixt my extreames and me sthis bloudie knife 
Shall play the vmpeere,arbitrating that, 
Which the commiffion of thy yeares and art, 
Could co no iffue of trae honour bring: 
Be not {0 long to fpeake, | long to die, 
If what thou {peakt {peake not ofremedie. 

Fri, Hold daughter)! do(piea kind of hopes 
Which craues as defperate an execution, 
Asthat is defperate which we would prevent, 
Tfrather then to martie Countie Parzs 
Thowhaft the ftrength of will co ftaythy felfe, 


‘Then is it likely thon wile yndertake 


A thing likedeath ro chide away this fhame, 
That coapft with death, himfelfe:to feape fiom it: 
Andif thou dareft,lle gine thee remedie. 

in. Ob bid me leape.rather then marrie Parvs 
From ofthe batclements ofany Tower, — 
Ox walke in theeuthh wayes,or bid mic Jurke 
Where Serpents are: ¢ aine me with roaring Beares, 
Orhideme nightly in a Charnel houfe, 
Orecouerd quite with dead menstatling bones, 
With reekic (hanks and yealow chapels fewils: 
Or bid me go into anew made graucs 
And hide me with a dead man e his, 
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The moft lamentable Tragedie 
Thies chat to heare chem told,haue made me tremble, 
And I will do withourfeare or doubt, 
To liuean voftaind wifeto my tweete loue. 

Fri, Hold then,go home,be mertie,giue confent, 

Tomutrie Parts: wend{day 4s to morrow, 
To morrow night looke that thou lie alone, 
Let nor the Nurfe lie with thee in thy Chamber: 
Take chou this Violt being chenin bed, 
And chis diftilling l:quor crinke thou off, 
When prefenitly throuzinal! thy veines fhail ran, 
A cold and drowzie humour:for no pulfe 
Shall keepe his native progrefle but furceafe, 
No warmth,no breaft thall teftife chou liueft, 
The rofes inthy tips and cheekes fhall fade: 
Too many afhes, thy eyes windowes fail: 
Like death whem/he fhuts vp the day of life. 
Each pare depriu’d of frpple gouernment, 
Shall {tiffe and ftarkc,and cold appeare like death, 
And in this borrowed likeneffe of fhrunke death 
Thou thale continue two and fortie houres, 
And then awake as froma pleafant fleepe. 
Now when the Bridegroomein the morning comes, 
To rowfe thee from thy bed, there are thou dead: 
Then as the manner of our countrie 1s, 
Is thy beft robes vncouered on the Beere, 
Be borne to buriall in thy kindreds graue: 
Thou fhall be born: to ghar fame auncient vau'e, 
Where ali the kindred of the Capxiets he, 
inthe.meane time againft thou thaleawske, 
Shali Romeo by my Lerrers know our dnt, 
And hither fhall he come,an he and | 
Will watch thy walking, and that very sight 
Shall Romeo beare thee henceto AL antes. 
And this thall free thee from this prefene fhame, 
If no inconftant toy nor womanith feare, 
Abate thy valour in the acting it 
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of Romeo and Tule Vi 


Ju, Give me,ziue me,O tell not me of feare 
Fri. Hold get yougone,beftrong and profperous 
Inchis refolue;ilefend a Frier with {peed 
To Atantua,with my Letrers tothy Lord. 124 
Ju, Loue gitte me ftrength,and {trength thal! helpe afford: 
Farewell deare father. : ty (Ext, 
Enter Father Capulet,Afother,Nur/e,and 
Seruing men,tmo or three, Vii 
Cz, So'many guelts inuite as here are writ, 
Sirrah,go hire me twentie cunning Cookes, 
eS: fhall have none ill fir,for ile trieif they cantick their 
gers. 
Capn. How canft thou trie themfo; 
Ser. Marriefir,tis an ill Cooke that cannot lick his owne fin- 
Gers: therefore hee that cannot lick his fingers goesnorwith =| « 


A 


me. 
(a. Go be gone,we fhallbe much vnfurnifht for this time: 
Whatis my daughter gone to Frier Lawrence? 
Nur, 1 forfooth. ue 
Cap. Welt, he may chance to do fome good on her, 
A peeuith felfewieldhar lottry itis. 
Enter Yuliet, 
Nur. Seewhere the comes from fhrift with merte looke- 
Ca. How how my head{trong,where haue you bin gadding? fe 
Ju. Where [have learnt me torepent the fin 
Of difobedient oppofition, 
Toyow and your behefts,and am enioynd 
By holy Lawrence,to fall proftrate here, es 
Tobeg your pardon,pardon | befeech you, 
Henceforward fameuerrulde by you. 
Ca. Send for the Countie, go tell him of this, 
Ye haue this knot knit vp tomorrow morning. my 
Te, Imerthe youthfull Lord at Lavrence Cell, 
And gauehim what becomd Jouel might, 
Not ftepping ore the bounds of mode ie, 
Cap. Why Lam glad ont,thisis wel, {tand vp, 26 
T his isaft fhou!d be,lee me fee the Counties | 
Tmartie go I fay and feich himhither. Now 
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Now afore God, this reuerend holy Frier; 
Allour whole Citie is much bound to him. 
Iv. Nurfe,will you go with me into my Clofer, 
To hel pense fore (uch needfull ornaments, 
As you thinke fit te furnith me to rnorrow? 
Ale, Nonot tall Thurfday,there is time inough. 


Fa, Go Narfe,go with her,weele te Church to mortow. 
Excwust, 


Mo, We thallbe fhort in owr prouifions 
Tisnownearenight.  - 
Fa. Tuth,T will irre abour, 
And all things fhall be well, I warrant chee wife: 
Gothouto Juliet jtielpe ro decke vp her, 
Ile not to bed to night, lee me alone: 
Jie play the huswife for thisonce,;what ho? 
They are all forth, well i will walke may (elfe 
To Countie Paris,to prepare vp him 
Againft to morrowymy heartis wondrous light, 
Since this fame wayward Gyrieis fo reclaymd. 
Exit, 
Exter Tuliet and Nerfe. . 
Tn. 1 thofe attires are beft,but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leaue meto my felfe to nivht: 
For] haueneed of many oryfons, 
To moue the heauens to fmile vyponmy frate, 
Which well thou knoweft,is crofle and full of fia. 
Enter Mother. 
Ado, What are you bufie hozneed you my helpe? 
Ta. No Madatn,we haue culd fuch necetlaries 
Asare behwofefull for our {tare to morrow: 
So pleafe you.let me now be eft alone, 
And let the Nurfe this nighe fit vp with you, 
For Lam fure you haue your had: fullall, 
Tochis fo fudden bulineffe. 
Mo. Good night. 
Get thice to bed and reft, for thou halt need, 


Exeunt 


Tu. Farewett, 


of Romeo and Iutiet. 


Ju, Farewell,God knowes when we fhall meete againe, 
Thauea faine cold feare thrills through my veines, 
That almoft freezes vp the heate of life: 
Tle cali them backe againe to comfort me, 
Nurfle, what fhou'd the de here? 
My diftnall (ceane I needs muft adtalone. 
Come Violl,whae if this mixture do not worke at all? 20 
Shall I be married then to morrow morning? 
No, no,this fhall forbid 1¢, lie thou there, 
What ifit bea poyfon which the Frier ‘ 24 
Subrilly hath miniftred to haue me dead, 
Leaftin this marriage he should be difhonowrd, 
Becaufe he married me before to R ene0? . 
¥ feare it is,and yet me thinks ix fhould not, 28 
For he hath ffill bene tried a holy man. 
How if when I amlaidinto the Tombe, 
J wake before the time that R omee . 
Come to redeeme me,theres a fearful! poynt: 32 
Shall I not chen be ftiffled inthe Vault? 
To whofe foule mouth no healehfonte ayre breaths iny 
Andcthere dic {trangled ere my Xemeo comes. 
Or ifI liue,is ir not very like, a6 
The horrible conceit of death and nights 
T ogither with the terror of the place, 
Asina Vaulte,an auncient receptacle, 
Where for this many hundred yeares the bones 40 + 
Ofall my buried aunceftors are packt, 
Where bloudie Ty4alt yer but gxeenein earth, 
Lies feftring in his fhroude,where as they {ays 
At ome houres inthe night,{pirits refort: 4 
Alack,alack,is it not like that f 
Soearly waking, what with loathfome fmels, 


And fhrikes like mandrakes torne out ofthe earth, 


That huing mortals hearing chen: run mad: las 
OifT walke,thall Lnot be diftraughe, 

Tnuironed with all thefe hidiousfeares, 

Andmadly play wish my forerethess joy nts? er 


20 


. Andin this rage with fome great kinfmans bone, 


_ For fo he faid he would, heare him neare, 


The moft lamentable Tragedie 
And pluck the mangled Tybalt from his throwde, 


As witha club dath out my defprate braines. 
O looke, me thinks I fee my Cozins Ghoft, 
Seeking out Romeo thardid {pit his body 
Vpona Rapiers poy ne:ltay Tybalt {tay? 
Romeo,R omeo Romeo,heeres drinke,! drinke to thee. 
Enter Lady of the houfe and Nurfe. 
La.Hold take thefe keies & fetch more {pices Narfe. 
Nur.They call for dates and quinces inthe Paftrie.. 
Enter old Capulet. 

Ca, Come, ftir flir.ftic,the (econd Cock hath crowed. 
The Curphew bell hath roong,tis three a clock: 
Looketothe bakte meates,zood Angelica, 

Spare not for colt. } 

Nur. Go yowcot-queane go, 

Get you to bed, faith voule be ficke to morrow 
For this nights watching. : 

Ca.. No not a whit, what-I hauewatcht ere now, 
Allnight for leffercaufe,and nere bene ficke. 

La, Lyouhaue bene a moule-bunt in your time, 
But I will watch you from fuch watching now. — ; 

Exit Lady. and Nurfe. 

Ca, A iealous hood,a iealous hood, now fellow,what is there? 

Enter three or foure with fpits and logs,. 
aad Baskets. ; 

Fel. Things for the Cooke fir,but I know not what. 

Ca, Make hatte, make hafte firta,fetch driez logss. 
Call Perer,he wili thew thee where they are, 

Fet. Khaue a head fir chat will find out logs, 

And neuer trouble Peter forthe matter, 
Ca. Maffe and well faidya merrie horfon,ba, 
Twou thals be loggerhead good (ather tis day. 
- Play Adaficke. 
‘The Countie will be here with muficke ftraighe, 


Nurle, wife, what ho,what Nar(e I fay? 


of Romeo and Inlet. - |Viiy. 
Enter Nurfe, 

Go waken Zxiet,go and trimbervp, 

He go and chat with Parés,hie,make hafte, 

Make haft,the bridzroome,he 1s come already, take haft I fay. 
Nur. Mittris, what miftris, Ze4er, fatt I warrant hex fhe, IV.v. 

Why Lambe,why Lady,fie you fluggabed, 

Why Lone I fay,Madam,fweete heart, why Bride: 

What not a word,you take your penniworths now, 

Sleepe for a weeke,for the nexe night I warrant 

| The Countic Parzs hath fer vp his refty 

_ Thatyou fhall reft but little,God forgiue me. 

Marrieand Amen: how foundis fhe a fleepe: 8 

I needs muft wake her : Madam,Madam,Madam, t 

I, let the Countie take you in your bed; 

Heele fright you yp yfaith, will ie nor be? 

What dreft,and in your clothes,and downe againe? 12 

I muft needs wake you,Lady.Lady,Lady. - 

Alasyalas,helpe,helpe,my Ladyes dead. 

Oh wereaday that euer 1 wasborne, } 

Some A qua-vitz ho,my Lord my Lady. 6 
Mo. What norfe is here? < peel 
Nur, O lamentable day, 

Mo, Whatis the matter? 

Nur. Looke;looke,oh heauie day! 

Afo. © me,Ome,my child, my onely life. - 
Reuiue,looke vp,or Iwill die with thee : 20 
Helpe,helpe,call helpe. 

Enter Father. 
Fa. For fhamebring Jedet forth sher Lord is come. 
Nur. Shees dead:deceaft,flhees dead,alack the day. 
J, Alack the day,fhees dead,fhees dead, fhees dead, 4 

Fa, Hablet me fee her,out alas fhees cold, 

Her bloud ts fetled,rad her ioynts are ftiffe : 

Life and thefe lips haue long bene feparated, . 

Death lies on herlikean vntimely froft, 28 


_ Vpon che fweetelt flower of. arr field. pees 
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Ine moft lamentable I ragedie 
Nur. O lamentable day 
to, © wofull time! 
Fg. Death that hath eane her héce to make me waile 
Ties vp my tongue and will not her me {peake. 
Enter Fricr-and the Countse. 
Fri, Come.isthe Bride ready to goto Church 
Fa. Ready to go but neuer to returne. 
O fonne,the night beforechy wedding day 
Hath death laine with chy wife,chere the lies, 
Flower as the was,deflowred by him, 
Death ismy fonne ia law,deathis my heires 
My daughter he hath wedded.i will die,’ 
And leaue himall life liuing?all is deaths. 

Par. Elaue I thought loue tofee this mornings face,. 
And doth it giue me fuch a fight as this ¢ 

Mo, Accurftyvahappie,wretched hatefull day, 
Moit miferable houre that ere time faw, 
Initafting labour of his Pilgtimage, 

But one poore one,one poore and louing child). 
But one thing to reioyce and folace in, 
And cruel death hath cache it from my fight. 

Nar O wo,O wofuall,wofull,wofull day, 
Mott lamentable day,moft.wofullday 
That cuer, enes,I didyet bedold. 

O day,O day,O day,O hatefull day, 
Neuer was feene fo blackea day as this, 
O wofull day,O wofull day. 

Par. Beguid.diuorced, wronged, fpighted ,fluine 
Molt deteftable death, by thee beguild, 

By cruell, cructl, thee quite oucithrownes 
O loue,O litesnor life,but love in death. 

Fat. Defpifde diftre(led hated suartird kild, 
Vacomfortable time,wity-camit chou naw, 
Tomuther,murther, our folemmitic? 

O childe,O childe,my foule and nor my childe, 
Dead are thou,alacke my child isdead, 
Aad with my child my toyes are buried, 


Fri, Peace 
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of Romeo and Inset. iy, 
Frt, Peace ho for fhame,confufions care lines not, os 
In thefe confufions heauen and yeur {elfe 
‘Had parcin this faire maide,now heauen hath all, 
And ali che better is it for the maid: 6s 
- Your pare in her, you could not keepe from death, 
But heauen keepes his part in eternall life, 
The moft you fought was her promation, 
For twas your heauen fhe Miould be aduantt. 12+ 
And weepeye now, feeing fhe is aduanit 
Abouc the Cloudes,as highas heauen 1¢ {elfe. 
Oin thisiouc,you lowe your child 6 ill, 
Tharyourun mad,{eeing that the is well: ey 
Shees not well married, that liues matriedlong, 
Bur thees beft married,that dies married young. 
Drie vp your teares,and ftick your Rofemarie 


On this faire Coarfe,and as ths cuftome is, ra 

And in her belt array beare her to Church: 

For though fome nature bids vs all lament, ‘ 
Fa. Allthingsthat we ordained feftiuall, a4 


Turne from thew office to black Funerall: 
Our inftrumentsto melancholy bells, 
Our wedding cheare toa fad butriall feaft: 
Our folemae hirenes to fullen dyrges change + a 
Qur Bridall flowers fernefor a buried Coarfe: 
And all things change them to the conerarie. 
Fri. Six go you in,and Madam go with him, 


And go fir Parts,cucry one prepare | 
To fallow this faire Coarfe vnto her craue: | 
The heauerisdo lowre vpon you for fomeill: | 
Moue them no more,by erofling their high wil . | 
Fueunt manet. 
Mufi, Faith wemay pot vp our pipes and be gone. 
Nur. Honeftgoodfellowes,ah put yp, put VPs 
For well you know,thi91sa pitifull cafe. 
Fid. Lmy my troath,the cate may be amended. 


| 
Yer natures tearesarereafons merriment. 


Exit omnes, 
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TW. The moft lamentable Tragedie 


t Enter Will Kemp, 
Peter. Mufitions, oh Mufitions, harts eafe, harts eae, 
104 O.and you will have me liue, play hares eafe. 
Pers Fidler, Why hartseafe? . 
Peter. Mutitions, becaufe my hart it felfe plaies my hart is 
108 O play me fome merie dump to comfort me. (full: 
Pers+ Minfirels. Nota dump we; tis ne time to play now. 
Perer, Youwillnot then? 
Boasts Minft. No. 
Peter. Twill then gine it you fondly. 
Pers AWinft, What will you give vs? / 
Peter, Nomoney onmy faith,but the gleeke. | 
16 Twill gine you the Minftrell. 
Pers ‘Mufirel, Then will I giue youshe Seruing-creature. 
120 Peter, Then will] lay the feriing-creatures dagger on your 
J will cary no Crochets, ile re you, The fa (pate. 
You, do you note me? 
Perst CMinft. And youre vs; and favs, you note-vs. 
124 2.4L, Pray you put vp your dagger,and put out your wit. 


Then have at you with my wit. 
Peter, Lwill dry-beate you with an yron wit, and put vp my 


Anfwere me like men, (yron dagger. 
128 When gtiping eriefes the hart doth wound, then mufique with 
her fuluer found. 
12 Why filuer found, why mufique,with her filuer found,what fay 
you Simon Catling? 
Persy Atinft, Mary fir, becaufe filuer hatha {weet found. 
| Peter, Brates;what fay you Hugh Rebick 2 
136 2.44. I fay filuer found, becaufe Mufitions found for filuer. 
Peter, Prates to, what fay you Tames found poft 2 
140 3.44, Faith t know not wharto fay. 
Perer, O Lery youmercy; you arethe finger. 
1 will fay for you, it is mufique with her filuer found, 
144 Becaufe Mufitions haue nto gold for founding : 
Then Mufique with her filuer found with fpeedy helpdoth 
lead redrefle. 
Exit, 


Minjh, 


of Romeo and Iuliet. 
(Min, Whatapeftilent knauc is this fame ? 
Af. 2.Hang him Iack,come weele in here, tarrie for the mour- 
ners,and {lay dinner. 


Enter Romeo. 

Re. TEX mayeruft the flactering cruth of fleepe, 
My dreames prefage fome ioyfull newesat hand, 
My bofomes L. fits lightly in his throne: 

And all this day an vnaccuftomd fpirit, 
Lifts me abouethe ground with chearfull thoughts, 
I drearnt my Lady came and found me dead, 
Strange dreame that giuesadeadinan leave to thinke, 
And Breathd fitch life with kiffes in my lips, 
That I reuiude and was an Emperor. 
Ah me,how {weeteis louc it felfe poffett 
When but loues fhadowes are fo rch inioy. 

Enter Romeos man. 
WNewes from Yerona,how now Batthazer, 
Doft chou not bring me Letters from the Fricr? 
How doth my Lady,ismy Father well: 
How doth my Lady J#4erthat 1 aske againe, 
For nothing can be ili if fhebe well. 

(Man, Then theis well and nothing can be il, 
Her body fleepesin Cape/s monument, 

And her immortal] pare with Angels liues. 
Lfawher laid lowe in her kindreds vault, 
And prefently tooke pofte to tell it you: 
O pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes, 
Since youdid leaue it for my office fir, 

Rom. Is itin fo? then I denie you ftarres, 

T hou knowelft my lodging,get me inke and paper, 
And hire poft horfes,] will hence to night. 
Man. i do befeech you fir,haue patience: 
Your lookes are pale and wildeyand do import 
Some miladuenture. 
Ro. Tuth thou art deceiu’d, 
Leave me,and do the thing I bid thee do, 


Exit. 
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The moft lamentable Tragedie 


Haft thow no Letters to me from the Frier? 
(Man. No my good Lord. 


Ro. No matter get thee gone, 


Exit. 


And hyre thofe horfes,Tie be with thee ftraight. 


Well /aéet,1 will lie with thee to mght: 

Lets fee for meanes,O mifchiefe chouart {wift, 
To enter inthe thoughts of defperate men. 

I doremember an Appothacarie, 

Aud here abouts a dwells which late T noted, 
In tattred weeds with onerwhelming browes, 
Culling offimples, meager were his lookes, 
Sharpe miferic had worne him to the bones: 
And in his needie fhop a tortoyes hung, 
Aunallegater ftuft, and other skins 

Ofili thapte fithes,and about his fhelues« 

A beggerly account ofemptie boxes; 


Greene earthen pots,bladdersand muftie feedes; 


Remnants of packthred,and old cakes of Rofes 
Were thinly {cattered,to make vp a thew. 
Noting this penury, to my felfe I faid, 
An ifaman did need a poyfon now; 
Whofe fale is prefent death in Aantua, 
Here liuesa Cariffe wretch would fellit him. 
O this fame thought did bur forerun my need, 
And this fame needie man muft fellit me. 
As I remember this fhould be the houfe, 
Being holy day the beggers fhop is fhut. 
What ho A ppothecarie, 

Apps, Who calisfo lowd? 


Kom. Come hither man, I {ce that thou art poore, 


Holdythereisfortie duckets,let me have 

A dram of poyfon,fuch toone {peeding geare, 
As will difpearfe it felfe through all she veines, 
That the life-wearie-taker may fall dead, 


And that the Tranke may be difchargd of breath, 


Asviolently sas haftie powder Gerd 


Doth 


Romeo and Tutier. Vi 
Doth hurry from the fatal! Canons wombe. 

Poti, Such mortall drugs L hauc,but AZantwarlawe 
Is death toany he that verersthem, 

Re, Art thou fo bare and full of wretchednefle, 68 
And feareft tq diesfamine is inthy cheekes, 
Need and oppreilion ftarueth in thy eyes, 
Contempt and beggerie.hangs vpon thy backe: 
Theworld is notthy friend,nor the worldslaw, Se 
The world affoordsno law to make thee rich: 
T hen be not poore,but breake it and take this. 

Petit. My pouertie, but not my will confents, 

Ro. I pray thy pouertie and not thy will. 16 

Poti. Put this inany liquid thing you will 
And drinke it off,and if you had the ftrengeh 
Of twenrie men, it would difpatch you {traight. 

Ro.There is thy Gold,worle poyfon to mens foules, 80 + 
Doing more murther in this loathfome world, 

Then thefe poore c6pounds that thou mateft not fell, 
I {ell thee poyfon,thow haft fold me none, 
Farewell,buy foode,and get thy felfe in flefh. a4 
Come Cordial and nor poyfon,gowith me 

To Inhets graue,fot there mutt Tvéethee. 


Exeuni. 
Enter Erier John te Frier Lawrence. Vii. 
Joh, Woly Franci(can Frier,brother,ho. a 
Enter Lawrence. 
Law. This fame fhould be the voyce of Frier John, 
Welcome from ¢ Vantua,what fayes Romect 
Orif bis minde be weit, give me his Letter. x 
Job, Going to find a barefoote brother out, 
Oncof our order to aflotiate me, 
Here in this Citie vifiting theficke » — 
And finding him,the Searchers of the Towne : 
Sufpediing that we both wereinahoufe, 
“Where the infectious peflilence did raignes 
Scald vp the doores,and would not let vs forth, 


Se that my (peed to AZ antua sats was ftaid. Le Who 12 
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The moft lamentable Tragedse 


Lay, Who bare my Letter thento Romeo? 
Toba. 1 could noofend it,here isis againe, 
Nor get a meflenger torbring it thee, 
So feare‘ull were they of infeétion- 
Law. Vnbappiefortune, by my Brotherhood, 
The Letter was not nice but full of charge, 
Of deare import,and the neglecting it, 
May do rough danger:Frier /obn go hence, 
Get me an Tron Crow and bring it ftraight 
Vnto my Cell. . 
Jobn. Brother ile go and bring it ehee. (Exit, 
Law, Now maft I tothe Monumentalone, 
Within this three houres will faire Jefet wake, 
Shee will befhrewe me much that Romeo 
Hath had.no notice of thefe aceidents: 
But I will write againe to ALantua, 
And keepe her at my Cell till Romeo come, 
Poore lining Coarfc,clofde ina dead mans Tombe. 
Exit. 
Enter Paris and bis Page. 

Par, Give me thy T orch boy, henceand ftand aloofe, 
Yer put it out,for I would not be feene: 

Vnder yond young Trees lay thee allalong, 
Holding thy eare clofeto the hollow ground, 

So fhall no foote vpon the Church-yard treed, 
Being loofe,vnfirme with digging vp of Graues, 
But thow fhale heare it,whiftle thentome 
Asfignall char thou heareft fome thing approach, 
Giue me thofe flowers,do as I bid thee, go. 

Pa, Lamalmoft afraid to ftand alone, 

Here in the Church-yard, yet I will aduenture. 

Par. Sweetflower, with flowers thy Bridall bed I ftrew 
O woe,thy Canapie is duft and {tones, } 
Which with fweete water nightly I will dewe, 
Orwanting that,with teares diftild by mones, 


The obfequies that I for thee willkeepe: 


Nighy 


of Romeo and Iuket. 
Nightly thall be,co ftrew thy graue and weepe. 
er 


The Boy gities warning,fomething doth approach, 
What curfed foote wanders this way tonight, 

To crofle my obfequies and true loues right? 

Whar witha T orch?muffle me night a while. 


Enter Romeo and Peter. 
Ro-Giue me that mattocke and the wrenching Iron, 
Hold take this Letter,early in the morning 
See thou deliuer it to my Lord and Father, 
Ge ite the light vpon thy lifeI charge thee, 
What ere thou heareft or feeft,{tand all aloofe, 
And de not interrupt mein my courfe. 
Why I defcend into this bed of death, 
Is pattly to behold my Ladies face: 
But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger, 
A precious Ring: a Ring that I mutt vfe, 
In deare:mployment,therefore hence be gone: 
But if chou tealous doft returne to prie 
In what I farther fhallintend-to doo, 
By heauen I will reare thee loynt by Toynt, 
And ftrew this hungry Chureh-yard with thy lims: 
Thetime and my intents are fauage wilde, 
More fierce and more inexorable farre, « 
Thenemoptie Tygers,or the roaring fea. 
Pet, Twill be gone firsand not trouble ye. 
Ro.So thal thou fhew me fiiendfhid,take thou that, 
Liue and be profperous,and farewell good fellow. 
Pet, For allthis fame, ile hide me here about, 
His lookes | feare,and his intents £ doubt. 

Ro. Thou deteftable mawe, thou wombe of death, 
Gorg’d with the deareft mor fell ofthe earth: 
Thus f enforce thy rotten Lawes toopen; 

And in defpight ile cram thee with more foode, 

Pa. Thisis that banifht haughtie Monntagues 
That murdred my loucs Cozin eee which grecfe 
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The moft lamentable Tragedie 


Teis fuppofed the faire creature died, ~ 

And here is come to da fome villainous fhame 
To the dead bodies: 1 wiltapprehend him, 
Stop thy ynhallowed toyle vile (Aountague: 
Can vengeance be pusfued further then death? 
Condenmed villaine,[ do apprehend thee, 
Obey and go with me, for thounmift die. 

Rom. I mutt indeed , andtherefore came [ hither, 
Good gentle youthtempt not a defprate man, 
Flic hence and leaue me,thinke vpon thefe gone 
Let themathright thee. I befeech thee youth, 
Put not an other fin ypon my head, 

By vrging me to furie, 6 be gone, 
By heauen J foue thee berter then my felfe,. 
For I come hither armdeagainft my felfe:. 
Seay noe,begone, liue,and hereatier fay, 
AA mad mans mercie bid thee run away, 
Par, | do defie thy commiration, 
And apprehend thee for a Felton here, 
Ro, Wiltchou prouoke me? then haue at thee boy. 
‘O Lord they fight, I will ‘go call the Watch, 

Par, O Lamflaineafthou be mercifuil, 
Openthe Tambe,lay me with Jxéer. 

Rom, In faith I will,let me perufe this face, 
(Mercutios kinkman.Noble CountieParis, 
What faid ny man,when iny betoffed foule 
Did noc attend himaswe rode? I thinke 
He told me Pars fhould haue married lulets 
Said he not {02 or did I dreame it {03. 

OramI mad, hearing him talke of /uhet, 
Tothinke it was fo? O giue methy hand, 
One writ with me in fowre misfortunes booke,. 
Hie buriethee in a t:iumphant grauc. 
A Graue,O no, A Lanthorneflauzhtred youths 


Forhere lies /uéet,and her bewtie makes 


This Vault a feafting prefénce full of light, 
Death 


85 


of Romeo and Tuket. Wan 
Death lie thou there by a dead man interd, as 
How oft when men ate at the point of death, 8s 
Hane they bene merie? which their keepers call . 
A lightning before death¢Oh how may I 
Call this altghtning ? O my Loue,my wife, 
Death chat hath facke the honey of thy breaths, 92 
Hath had no power yet vpon thy bewtie: 
Thowart not conquerd,bewties enfigne yet 
Iserymfon in thy lips and in thy cheeks, 
And deaths pale flag is not aduanced there. 96 
Tybalt \yeft thou there in thy bloudie fheet? 
Owhat more fauour can I do to thee, 
Then with that hand that cut thy youth in twainey 
To funder his that wasthine enemic 2 100 ¢ 
Forgiue me Couzen.Ah deare luhet 
Why art thou yet (0 faire 7 I will beleeue, 
Shall [ beleeue that vnfubftantiall death is amorauss 
And that the leane abhorred.montfter keepes 404 
Thee herein darke tobe his parramout ? 
For feare of that I ftill will aie with theey, 


And neuer from this pallat of dym night. t 
Depart againe,come lye thou in my arme, 108+ 
Heer’sto thy health,where ere thoucumbleft iz. 

O true Appothecarie! 


Thy drugsare quicke. Thus witha kiffe I die. 

Depart againe,here, here, will Iremaine, 

With wormes tharare hy Chamber-maides: Ohere 

Will I {et vp my euerlafting reft : 

And fhake the yoke of inaufpicious ftarresy 

From this world wearied flefh.eyes looke your lafts 172 
Armies take yourlaft embrace: And lips,O you 

The doores of breath, eale with a righteous kifle 

A datelefle bargaine to ingrofling death : 

Come bitter conduét,come vafauoury guides 116 
Thou defperate Pilot,now at onee Tun on 

The dafhing Racks,thy (cafick weary bake: 

Heeres tomy Loue,O true Appotheeary 

Thy drags are quicke. Thus witha kiffeI die. ee 
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The moft lamentable Tragedie 


Entrer Frier with Lanthorne, Crewe, 
and Spade. 
Frier. S. Frances be my {peede, how oft to ni he 
Haue my old feet ftumbled at graues? Whoes there? 


Man. Heeresone, a friend, and one that knowes you well. 


Frier. Bliffe be vpon you. T ell me good my friend 
What torchis yond that vainly lends his light 
To grubs and cyelefle feulles : as] difcerne, 
It burneth in the Cape/s monument. 


Man, Xt doth fo holy fir, and theres my maifter, one that you 


Frier. Whois it? 

Man, Romeo. 

Frier. Howlong hath he bin there ? 
— Man. Fullhalfe an houre. 

Frier. Go with me to the Vaule. 

Man, \dare not fir. 
My Mafter knowes not but I am gone hence, 
And fearefully did menace me with death 
IfI did {tay to looke on his entents. 

Frier. Stay then ile goalone, feare comes vpon me- 
O much] feare fome ill vinthriftie ching. 

(Man, As 1 did fleepe vnder this yong tree heerey 
Idreampt my maifter and another fought, 
And that my maifter flew him. 

Frier. Romeo. 
Alack alack, what bloud is this which f{taines 
The {tony entrance of this Sepulchre z 
‘What meane thefe maifterlefle and goarie {words 
To lie difcolour’d by this place of peace ? 
‘Romeo, oh pale. who elfe, what Par too? 
Andfteepe in blcud ? ah what an vnkind hower 
Is guiltie of chis lamentable chance ? 
The Lady ftirres. 

Juli. Ocomtortable Frier, where is my Lord? | 
I do remember well where | thould be : 
And there lam, where is my Romeo? 


Friev, Ueare fome noyfe Lady, come from that nell 


(loue, 


of Romeo and huliet, 
OF death, contagion, and vnnarurail fleepe, 
A greater power then we can contradi& 
Hath thwarted our intents, come, come away, 
Thy husband in chy bofome there lies dead: 
And Parés too, come ile difpofe of thee, 
Among a Sifterhood of holy Nunnes: 
Stay not to queftion, for the watch is comming, 
Come go good Juéet, Udareno longer ftay. 
E. f e 
Tuk. Go get thee hence, for I will not away. 
Whats heere 2a cup clofd in my true loues hand? 
Poifon J fe :hath bin his timeleffe end: 
O chutle, drunke all, and left no friendly drop 
To help me after, I will kiffe thy lips, 
Happlie fome poyfon yet doth hang on them. 
To make me dye with a reltoratiue. 
Thy lips are warme. 
Enter Boy and Watch, 
Wateh, Leade boy, which way. 
Ink, Yeanoite? thenile be briefe. O happy dagger 
Thisis thy theath, there rult and let me dye- 
Watch boy. Thisis the place there where the torch doth burne. 
Watch. The ground isbloudie, fearch about the Churchyard, 
Go fome of you, who ere you find attach. 
Pitiful fight, heerelies.the Couutie flaine, 
And Zndet bleeding, warme, and newlie dead: 
Who heere hath laine this ewo daies buried. 
Go tell the Prince, ranne to the Caplets, 
Raile vp the AZonntagses, fome others fearch, 
We fee the ground whereon thefe woes do lye, 
Bur the erve grownd of all thefe piteous woes 
Wecannot without circomitance defcry- 
Enter Romeos man, 
watch. Heres Romeot man,we found hionin the Churchyard. 
Chuf, watch, Fold him in fafetie ull the Prince come hither. 
Enter Frier, and another Watchman, 


3.Waseh, Here isa Frier that trembles, fighes, and ror : 
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The moft lamentable Fragedie 

We tooke this Mattocke and this Spade from him 

Ashe was comming from this Church-yards fide. 

(rief match A great fulpition, {tay the Frier too too. 
Enter the Prince. ~ - 

Prin, What mifaduentureis fo early vp, 

That calls our perfon from our morning reft? 

Enter Capels, 

Ca, What fhould it be that is fo fhrike abroad ? 

wife. Othe people inthe ftreet crie Romeo, 

Some J#4et,and fome Parz,and all runne 

With open outcry toward our Monument. 

Pr. What feare is this which ftartles in your eares? 

Watch. Soueraine,here lies the County Pare flain, 
And Romec dead,and Zshet dead before, 

Warme and new kild. (comes. 
Prin.Search,feeke & know how this foule maurder 
Wat. Hercisa Frier , and Slaughter Romeos man, 

With Inftruments vpon them, fit to open 

Thefe dead mens Tombes, 

Enter (apulet and his wife. 

Ca. Oheauens !O wife looke how our daughter 
This dagger hath miftane,forloe hishoufe (bleeds! 
1s emptic on the back of ALountague, 

And it misfheathd in my daughters bofome. 

Wife. O me,this fight of death,is as a Bell 
T hat warnes my oldageto afepulcher. 

Enter Monntague, 

Prin. Come Mountague, for thou art early vp 
To fee thy fonne and heire,now earling downe, 

Atoun. Alas my liege, my wilt is dead tonight, 
Griefe of my fonnes exile hath ftopt her breath. 
What further woe confpires againft mine age? 

Prin. Lookeandthou halt fee. 

4Afonx, O thou vntavghtywhat manersisin this, 
To preffe before thy father to agraue? 

‘Prin. Scale vp the wouth of outrage for a while, 
Till we can clearethefe ambiguities, 
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And know their {pring, their head,their true difcenty 
And then will [be generall of your woes, 
And leade you cuen to death,meane time forbeare, 
And let mifehance be {laue to patience, 
Bring foorth the parties of fiufpition. 
_Frier. Tam the greateft able to do leaft, 
Yee moft fulpected as the time and place 
Doth make againft me of this direfull murther : 
Andhecre I ftand both toimpeach and purge 
My felfe condemned,and my felfe excufde. 
Prin. Then fay at once what thou doft knowin this? 
Frier. Lwill be briefe,for my fhort date of breath 
Is not {c iong asis a tedious tale. 
Romeo there dead, was husband tothat Isler, 
And fhe there dead, thats Romeos faithfull wife: 
I married them, and their ftolne marriage day 
Was Tibalts doomefday, whofe vntimely death 
Baniflit the new-made Bridegroome from this Cities 
For whome,and not for Tsbalt, /ulet pinde. 
You to remoue thar fiege of griefe from her 
Betrothd and would haue matried her perforce 
To Countie Pare. Then comes fhe to me, 
And with wild lookes bid me deuife fome meane 
To rid her from this fecond mariage : 
Orinmy Cell there would fhe kill her felfe. 
Then gaue J her (fotuterd by my art) 
A fleeping potion,which fo tooke effect 
As | intended, for it wrought on her 
The forme of death, meane time I writ to Romzo 
T hat he thould hither comes thisdire night 
To helpto take her from her borrowed graue, 
Being the time the potions force fhould ceafe. 
But he which bore my letter, Frier Lob», 
Was ftayed by accident, and yefternighe 
Returnd nay letter back,then all alone 
Atthe pied hower aie waking, 
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The moft lamentable Tragedie 
Came I totake her from her kindreds Vaule, 
Meaning to keepe her clofely at my Cell, 
Till I conueniently could fend to Romeo, 
Bue when I came,fome minute ere the time 
Of her awakening,here vntimely lay, 
The Noble Parts,and trae Romeo dead. 
She wakes,and I entreated her come forth 
And beare this worke of heauen with patience: 
Bur then a noy fe did {care me from the Tombe, 
And fhe too defperate would not go with me: 
Butas it (eemessdid violeace on her felfe. 
Althis I know,& to the mariiage her Nurfeis priuie: 
And ifoughte in this mifcaried by my fault, 
Lee my oldlife be factific'd fome houre before his tim ¢, 
Vato the rigour of feuereft law. 

Prin, We (till hauc knowne thee for aholy man, 
Wheres R geeos man? what can he {ay to this? 

Batth, U brought my maifter newes of /whets deathay 
And then in pofte he came from CVantna, 

To this fame place. To this fame monument 

This Letter he early bid me giue his Father, 

And threatned me with death going in the Vault, 
If I departed not,and left him there. 

Prin. Giueme the Letter, ] will looke onit, 
Whereis the Counties Page that raifd the Watch ? 
Sirrah,what made your maifter in this place? 

Boy. He came with flowers to ftrew his Ladies oraue, 
And bid me ftand aloofe, and fol did, 
Anon comesone with light to ope the Tombe, 
And by and by my maifter drew on him, 
And then I ran away to call the Watch, 

Prin. This Letter doth make good the Friers words, 
Their courfe of Loue,the tidings of her death, 
And here he writes,that he did buy a poyfon 
Ofa poore Pothecaric,and therewithall, 
Came to this Vaule, to dieand lye with Indes. 
Where be thefe enemics? Capnéet, ALommagnei 
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See whara fcourge is laide vpon your hate¢ 
That heaven finds means to kil your ioyes with fous, 
And I for winking at your difcords too, 
Flauc loft a brace of kinfmen, all are punithe, 

Cap. O brother AZountague,giue me thy hand, 
This is my daughters ioynture,forno more 
Can Idemaund, 

CMown, But 1 can giuethee more, 
For Iwill raic her {tatuein pure gold, 
That whiles Verona by that name isknowne, 
There-fhall no figure at fach rate be fet, 
As that oftrue and faithfull Jséer. 

Capel. Astich thall Romeos by his Ladieslie, 
Poore facrifices of our enmitie. 

Prin. A glooming peace this morning with it brings. 
The Sun for forrow will not fhew his head: 
Go hence to haue more talke of thefe fad things, 
Some fhall be pardoned,and fome punithed, 
For neuer wasa Storie of more wo, 


Then this of Jeéet andher Ronxa, 
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